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TALES OP A WAYSIDE INN 

DrrBODUCTORT NOTE. 

Thx plan for a group of stories nnder tlie fio> 
tkm of % oompuiy of stoiy-tellers at an inn ap- 
pears to have visited Mr. Longfellow after he liad 
made some progress with tlie separate tales. The 
eonsiderable oollection under the title of I%e Saga 
of King OtafmiB indeed written at first with the 
design of independent paUioation. ** The thought 
stmok me this morning/' writes the poet, Febmaiy 
26, 18599 ^ that a very good poem might be writ- 
ten on the Saga of King Olaf, who eonverted the 
North to Christianity. Bead the old Saga in the 
Semstringla^ Laang's translation. I%e Choi' 
Unge of l%or will serre as a prelnde.'' This poem 
had been written about ten years before as pro- 
logne or IntroUus to the seoond part of ChrithiS. 

Nearly two years passed before he took np the 
task in earnest ; then, in November, 1860, ** with 
all kinds of intermptions,*' he says, he wrote fifteen 
of the lyrics in as many days, and afew days after* 
ward completed the whole of the Sag€^ Mean* 
while he had written and published Paul Bever€*9 
Bide in I%e AilatUic^ and before the publication 
of his volume he had printed in the same ■^•g^^*^ 
one of the lyrics of the Saga and 7%e Legend of 
Babbi Ben LevL Just when he determined upon 
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ihe framework of I%e Wayside Inn does not 
appear; it is quite poasible that he had oonneeted 
I%e Saga of King Olqf, which had been lying by 
for two or three years with his friend Ole Boll, and 
that the desire to nse so piotoresque a figore had 
SQggested a group of which the musician should 
be one. Ldteratnre had notable precedents for 
the general plan of a company at an inn, but 
whether the actual inn at Sudbury came to local- 
ise his conception, or was itself the cause of the 
plan, is not quite clear. He notes in his diary, Oc- 
tober 11, 1862, '' Write a little upon the WayHde 
Inn, — a beginning, only " ; but an entry for the 
last day of the same month seems to indicate that 
he had had the Sudbury inn in his mind and now 
visited it to give local form and color to his fancy. 

October ends with a delieioas Indian-flommer day. 
Drire with Fields to the old Bed-Hone Tayem in Sud- 
bury, ^alas, no longer an inn ! A loyely Tslley ; the 
winding road thaded by grand old oaks before the hooae. 
A rambliQg, tomUe^own old building, two hundred 
years old ; and till now in the fsmily of the Howes, who 
haTs kept aainn for onehondred and serenty-fire years. 
In the old time, it was a house of call for all trayellers 
from Boston westward. 

As such, Mr. Longfellow must have made pass- 
ing acquaintance with the tavern, when in 1826 
he made a stage-coach journey from Boston to Al- 
bany; he may also well have known the inn in its 
more recent days through report of his friend Dr. 
Fsrsons and Mr. Luigi Monti, who made it a re- 
sort for themselves and friends. At any rate his 
i n t en t i o n was now dear enough, for a few days 
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INTRODUCTORT NOTE 11 

after his Tint be writes to his compaiiion, Mr. 
Fields, *" T%e Sudbury Tales go on famoiuly. I 
have now five complete, with a great part of the 
Prdude:' 

The work went on n^ndly after this, for with 
l%e Saga qf£ing O^q/* and other poems on hand, 
he needed to write bat litde more to famish the 
groap be had fashioned with tales enoagh to rep- 
resent them. He sent the book to the printer in 
April, 1868, ander the title of I%e Sudbury Tales, 
bat in Augast wrote to Mr. Fields : ** I am afraid 
we have made a mistake in calling the new volome 
1^ Sudbury Tales. Mow thatlseeit annoanoed 
I do not like the title. Somner ories oat against 
it, and has persoaded me, as I think be will yoa, 
to oome badk to I%e Wayside Inn. Pray think 
as we do.** 

The book as original^ planned consisted of the 
first part, and was published Noyember 25, 1868, 
in an edition of fifteen thoosand copies, an indica* 
tion of the confidence which the publishers had in 
the poet's popularity. 

The disguises of characters were so slight that 
readers easily recognised most of them at once, 
and Mr. Loi^eUow himself never made any mys- 
tery of thdr identity. Just after the publication 
of the Tohune he wrote to a correspondent in Eng^ 
land: — 

The Wayside Inn has more f oondation in &et than 
yoo may soppose. The town of Sadbory is about 
twenty miles from Ounbridge. Some two hondred 
years ago» an Engtiah funfly, by the name of Howe, 
built there a eountiy house, which has remained in the 
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tuoSkf down to the praeent tune, Uio last of tbe tmeo 
dying bat tiro yean ago» Losing their f ortone, they 
beoame inn-keepen ; and for a centuy the Bed-Horse 
Inn has floarished, going down from father to son* The 
place is just as I have described it, thoo|^ no longer an 
inn* All this will account for the landlord's coaUvf- 
armsi and hisbeingajostioe of the peace, and his being 
known as ^the Sqoire,'' — things that most sound 
strange in En^^ish ears. All the characters are reaL 
The mnsician is (Xe Ball; the Spanish Jew, Israel Ed- 
rehi, whom I hare seen as I haye painted him, etc etc 

It 18 easy to fill up the eta of Mr. LongfeUow'a 
catalogue. The poet ia T. W. Parsons, the trans- 
lator of Dante ; the Sicilian, Lnigi Monti, whose 
name oocnrs often in Mr. Longf ellow*s Life as n 
familiar friend ; the theologian. Professor Daniel 
Treadwell, a physicist of genias who had also 
n torn for thecdogy; the stndent, Henry Ware 
Wales, n scholar of promise who had traTelled 
much, who died early, and whose tastes appear in 
the collection of books which he left to the lifaraiy 
of Harvard College. This group was collected by 
tbe poet's &ncy ; in point of fact three of them, Par- 
sons, Monti, and Treadwell, were wont to spend 
their summer months at the inn* 

Tbe form was so agreeable that it was easy to 
extend it afterward so as to inclode the tales which 
the poet found it in his mind to write. Uu See^ 
ond Day was published as one of the Three Booke 
of Song in 1872 ; The Third Part formed the 
principal portion of A/Urmath in 1878, and sub- 
sequently the three parts were brought together, 
as now, into a complete Tolume. The third part. 
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begun on the last day of December, 1872, was 
finished on his sixty-sixth birthday, Febroary 27, 
1878. The redtal in melodions verse of those 
Tarions stories, which had a special charm for 
the poet as he grew older, and the graceful, easy, 
half careless arrangement of all as the imaginary 
discourse of friends, was a diversion as well as a 
poetic task to one whose own experience had in 
a measure withdrawn him from the free, happy 
social intercourse of his manhood. When one 
considers the dates of the earlier formation of the 
Tales of a Wayside Inn^ one sees with what ex- 
clusion of his deeper self the poet entered in spirit 
into the stoiy-telling company that warmed itself 
before Squire Howe's blazing logs. It was at the 
same time that he was entrustiDg jiiwimaI^ to the 
ghostly companionship of Dante. 

The persons who were charged with the story- 
telling were so individualized Ir^ nationality or 
profession as to afford a generous scope in the 
character of the tales. By means of a Norwegian 
musician the poet was enabled to draw upon hb 
knowledge of Northern legend ; his Sicilian may 
well, in person, have reminded him of the stories 
which had their origin in Boccaccio or in Italian 
folk-lore; the Spanish Jew gave him an oppor- 
tunity to draw upon the Talmud, which his friend 
Mr. Scherb had opened to his view ; . and the Poet, 
the Student, and the Landlord increased the range 
of his materiaL The only stoiy which was wholly 
of Mr. Longfellow's invention was The Birds of 
EXUingwoTtk. In accordance with the general plan 
of this edition, the several tales are furnished with 
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head-notes only when Mr. Lcmgf ellow's own mem- 
oranda give some aooonnt of the circumstanoeB nn- I 
der which he wrote. In the notes at the end of 
the volume will he found further explanation of 
the origin of the several tales, and occasional elu- 
cidation of historical points. An interesting mon- 
ograph appeared in Berlin, 1884, under the title : 
LongfelioufB Tales of a Wayside Inn und ihre 
Quellen nebst Nachoeisen und Unterswhungen ^ 
lAer die ix)m Diehter hearbeiteten Stoffe^ by Her- 
mann Yamhagen* Beoourse has been had to 
for some critical suggestions. 



TALES OP A WAYSIDE INN 

PART FIRST. 
PRELUDE. 

THE WAT8IDB INK, 

Qmc Antimm ni^it, in Sudlmiy town. 

Across the meadows ban and brown. 

The windows ol the wayside inn 

Gleamed red with fire-lig^t through the leases 

Of woodbine, hanging from the eaves 

Their crimson curtains rent and thin. 

As ancient is this hostelxy 
As any in the land m^y be, 
Built in the old Colonial day, 
When men lived in » grander way. 
With ampler hospitality ; 
A kind of old Hobgoblin Hall, 
Now somewhat fadlen to decay, 
With weather^stains upon the wall. 
And stairways worn, and orasy doors, 
And creaking and uneven floors. 
And chimneya huge, and tiled and talL 

A region of repose it seems, 

A place of slumber and of dreams, 



I 



16 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

Remote among the wooded hills I 
For there no noisy railway speeds. 
Its torch-race scattering smoke and gleeds ; 
But noon and night, the panting teams 
Stop nnder the great oaks, that throw 
Tangles of light and shade below. 
On roofs and doors and window-sills. 
Across the road the bams display 
Their lines of stalls, their mows of hay. 
Through the wide doors the breezes blow. 
The wattled cocks strat to and fro. 
And, half e£Eaced by rain and shine. 
The Bed Horse prances on the sign. 
Bound this old-fashioned, quaint abode 
Deep silence reigned, save when a g^ust 
Went rushing down the county road. 
And skeletons of leaves, and dust, 
A moment quickened by its breath. 
Shuddered and danced their dance of death. 
And through the ancient oaks o'erhead 
Mysterious voices moaned and fled* 

But from the parlor of the inn 

A pleasant murmur smote the ear, 

Like water rushing through a weir : 

Oft interrupted by the din 

Of laughter and of loud applause^ 

And, in each intervening pause, 

The music of a violin. 

The fire-light, shedding over all 

The splendor of its ruddy glow, 

Filled the whole parlor large and low ; 

It gleamed on wainscot and on wall, 
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It tooehed with more tliaa wontod gnoe 

Fair PrinoeM Mary's pictured {mm ; 

It bronaed the rafters orerhead. 

On the oU spinet's iyory keys 

It pkyed inandihle melodies, 

It cfowned the sombre dock with flame, 

The hands, the hoars, the maker's name, 

And painted with a livelier red 

The Landlord's ooat<»f -^rms again ; 

And, flashing on the window-pane, 

Emblaaoned with its light and shade 

The joTial rhymes, that still remain. 

Writ near n oentory ago. 

By the great Major Molineanz, 

Whom Hawthorne has immortal made. 

Before the Uaiing fire of wood 
Erect the rapt mnsieian stood ; 
And eyer and anon he bent 
His head npon hia instrament, 
And swm^ to li<i ty"t till he caught 
G>nf essions of its secret thought, — 
The joy, the trinmph, the lament. 
The exnltation and the pain ; 
Then, by the magic of his art. 
He soothed the thiobbings of its heart» 
And lulled it into peace again* 

Around the fireside at their ease 
There sat n group of friends, entranced 
With the delidous melodies ; 
Who from the fmMnS noisy town 
Had to the wayride inn oome down. 
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To rest beneath its old oak trees. 
The fire-light on their faces glanced, 
Their shadows on the wainscot danced, 
And, though of different hinds and speech, 
Each had his tale to tell, and each 
Was anxious to be pleased and please. 
And while the sweet musician plays, 
Let me in outline sketch them all. 
Perchance uncouthly as the blase 
With its uncertiun touch portrays 
Their shadowy semblance on the walL 

But first the Landlord will I trace ; 

Gbave in his aspect and attire ; 

A man of ancient pedigree, 

A Justice ol the Peace was he. 

Known in all Sudbury as " The Squire.** 

Proud was he of his name and race. 

Of old Sir William and Sir Hugh, 

And in the parlor, full in view, 

His coat-of-arms, well framed and glaied. 

Upon the wall in colors biased ; 

He beareth gules upon his shield, 

A chevron argent in the field. 

With three wolfs heads, and for the crest 

A Wyvem part-per^pale addressed 

Upon a helmet barred ; below 

The scroll reads, ** By the name of Howe.'* 

And over this, no longer bright, 

Though glimmering with a latent light, 

Was hung the sword his grandsire bore 

Li the rebellious days of yore, 

Down there at Concord in the fight 
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A yootli was there, of qpaet ways, 

A Student ol old books and days, 

To whom all tongues and lands were known. 

And yet a lover of his own ; 

With many a social virtue graced, 

And yet a friend of solitude ; 

A man of such a genial mood 

The heart of all things he embraced. 

And yet of such fastidious taste. 

He never found the best too good* 

Books were his passion and delight, 

And in his upper room at home 

Stood many a rare and sumptuous tome, 

In vellum bound, with gold bedight. 

Great volumes garmented in white. 

Recalling Florence, Pisa, Bome. 

He loved the twilight that surrounds 

The borderland of old romance ; 

Where glitter hauberk, helm, and lance. 

And banner waves, and trumpet sounds, 

And ladies ride with hawk on wrist. 

And mighty warriors sweep along. 

Magnified by the purple mist, 

The dusk of centuries and of song. 

The chronicles of Charlemagne, 

Of Merlin and the Mort d^Arthure, 

Mingled together in his brain 

With tales of Flores and Blanchefleur, 

Sir Ferumbras, Sir Eglamour, 

Sir Lanncelot, Sir Morgadonr, 

Sir Ony, Sir Bevis, Sir Gawain. 

A young Sicilian, too, was there ; 
In sight of Etna bom and bred. 
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Some breadi of its Yolcanio air 

Was glowing in his heart and brain. 

And, being rebellions to his liege, 

After Palermo's fatal siege, 

Across the western seas he fled, 

In good Eling Bomba's happy reign. 

His face was Uke a sommer night, 

All flooded with a dusky light ; 

His hands were small ; his teeth shone white 

As sea-shells, when he smiled or spoke ; 

His sinews snpple and strong as oak ; 

Clean shaven was he as a priest. 

Who at the mass on Sunday sings. 

Save that upon his upper lip 

His beard, a good pahn's length at least. 

Level and pointed at the tip, 

Shot sideways, like a swallow's wings. 

The poets read he o'er and o'er, 

And most of all the Immortal Four 

Of Italy ; and next to those. 

The story-telling bard of prose. 

Who wrote the joyous Tuscan tales 

Of the Decameron, that make 

Fiesole's green hills and vales 

Bemembered for Boccaccio's sake. 

Much too of music was his thought ; 

The melodies and measures fraught 

With sunshine and the open air. 

Of vineyards and the singing sea 

Of his beloved SicOy ; 

And much it pleased him to peruse 

The songs of the Sicilian muse, — 

Bucolic songs by Meli sung 
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In the familiar peasant tongue, 
That made men iay , ^ Behold t onoe more 
The pitying gods to earth restore 
Theoeritttsof SyiaonseP' 

A Spanish Jew from Alicant 
With aspect grand and grave was there ; 
Vender of silks and fabrics rare, 
And attar of rose from the Levant. 
Like an old Patriarch he appeared, 
Abraham or Isaac, or at least 
Some later IVophet or High-Priest ; 
With Instrons eyes, and olive skin. 
And, wildly tossed from cheeks and chin. 
The tnmhiing cataract of his beard. 
His garments breathed a spicy scent 
Of cinnamon and sandal blent. 
Like the soft aromatic gales 
That meet the mariner, who sails 
Through the Molaccas, and the seas 
That wash the shores of Celebes. 
All stories that recorded are 
By Pierre Alphonse he knew by heart. 
And it was mmored he could say 
The Parables of Sandabar, 
And all the Fables of Pilpay, 
Or if not all, the greater parti 
Well versed was he in Hebrew books, 
Talmud and Targum, and the lore 
Of Kabala ; and evermore 
There was a mystery in his looks ; 
His eyes seemed gating far away. 
As if in vision or in trance 
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He heaid the Bolemn aackbat play. 
And saw the Jewish maidens danoe. 



from the school 



Of Cambridge on the Charles, was there ; 
Skilful alike with tongue and pen. 
He preached to all men eyerywhere 
The Gospel of the Golden Bule, 
The New Commandment given to men. 
Thinking the deed, and not the creed, 
Would help us in our utmost need. 
With reverent feet the earth he trod, 
Kor banished nature from his plan. 
But studied still with deep research 
To build the Universal Church, 
Lofty as in the love of God, 
And ample as the wants of man. 

A Poet, too^ was there, whose verse 

Was tender, musical, and terse ; 

The inspiration, the delight, 

The gl^un, the ghny, the swift flight, 

Of thoughts so sudden, that they seem 

The revelations of » dream. 

All these were his ; but with them came 

No envy of another's &me ; 

He did not find his sleep less sweet 

For music in some neighboring street, 

Nor rustling hear in every breeae 

The laurels of Mildades. 

Honor and blessings on his head 

While living, good report when dead^ 

Who, not too eager for renown. 

Accepts, but does not dutch, the orown I 
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Last ihe ManciAn, as be stood 

Dlamiiied by that fire of wood ; 

Fair-haired, blue-eyed, his aspect blithe, 

His figare tall and straight and lithe, 

And every feature of his face 

BeTealing his Norwegian race ; 

A radiance, streaming from within. 

Around his eyes and forehead beamed* 

The Angel with the violin. 

Painted by Raphael, he seemed* 

He lived in that ideal world 

Whose language is not speech, but song ; 

Around him evermore the throng 

Of elves and sprites their dances whirled ; 

The Strdmkarl sang, the cataract hurled 

Its headlong waters from the height ; 

And mingled in the wild delight 

The scream of sea-birds in their flight, 

The rumor of the forest trees. 

The plunge of the implacable seas, 

The tumult of the wind at night, 

Voices of eld, like trumpets blowing. 

Old ballads, and wild melodies 

Through mist and darkness pouring forth, 

like Elivagar's river flowing 

Out of the glaciers of the North. 

The instrument on which he played 
Was in Cremona's workshops made» 
By a great master of the past, 
Ere yet was lost the art divine ; 
Fashioned of maple and of pine, 
That in Tyrolean forests vast 
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Had rocked and wrestled with the blast : 
Exquisite was it in design. 
Perfect in each minutest part, 
A marvel of the Intist's art ; 
And in its hollow chamber, thus, 
The maker from whose hands it came 
Had written his unrivalled name, — 
^ Antonius Stradivarius." 

And when he played, the atmosphere 
Was filled with magic, and the ear 
Caught echoes of that Haip of Gold, 
Whose music had so weird a sound. 
The hunted stag forgot to bound. 
The leaping rivulet backward rolled. 
The birds came down from bush and tree, 
The dead came from beneath the sea. 
The maiden to the harper's knee! 

The music ceased ; the applause was loud, 
The pleased musician smiled and bowed ; 
The wood-fire clapped its hands of flame, 
The shadows on the wainscot stirred. 
And from the harpsichord there came 
A ghostly murmur of acclaim, 
A sound like that sent down at night 
By birds of passage in their flight, 
Fhnn the remotest distance heard. 

Then silence followed ; then began 
A clamor for the Landlord's tale, — 
The story promised them of old. 
They said, but always left untold ; 
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And be, although a bashful man, 
And all bis ooorage seemed to fail, 
Finding ezoose of no avail. 
Yielded ; and thus the story ran* 
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LiSTEir, my children, and yon shall bear 

Of the midnight ride of Paul Beyere, 

On the eighteenth of April, in SeTenty-five ; 

Hardly a man is now alive 

Who remembers that famoos day and year. 

He said to his friend, ^ If the British march 
By land or sea from the town to-night, 
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch 
Of the North Chnrch tower as a signal lig^~- 
One, if by land, and two, if by sea ; 
And I on the opposite shore will be. 
Beady to ride and spread the alarm 
Through every Middlesex rillage aad farm. 
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For the ooimtry folk to be ap and to arm." 

Then he said, ^ Good night I " and with muffled 

oar 
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore, 
Jnst as the moon rose oyer the bay. 
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay 
The Somerset, British man-of-war ; 
A phantom ship, with each mast and spar 
Across the moon like a prison bar. 
And a huge black hoik, that was magnified 
By its own reflection in the tide. 

Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street, 
Wanders and watches with eager ears. 
Till in the silence around him he hears 
The muster of men at the barrack door. 
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet, 
And the measured tread of the grenadiers, 
Marching down to their boats on the shore. 

Then he dimbed the tower of the Old North 

Church, 
By the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread. 
To the belfry-chamber overhead. 
And startled the pigeons from their perch 
On the sombre rafters, that round him made 
Masses and moving shapes of shade, — 
By the trembling ladder, steep and tall. 
To the highest window in the wall. 
Where he paused to listen and look down 
A moment on the roofs of the town. 
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And tlie moonlight flowing over aU. 

Beneath, in the chuiohyard, lay the dead. 

In their night-enoampment on the hill, 

Wrapped in silenoe so deep and still 

That he ooold hear, like a sentinel's tread. 

The watehfol night-wind, as it went 

Creeping along from tent to tent, 

And seeming to whisper, *^ All is well I ^ 

A moment only he feels the spell 

Of the plaoe and the honr, and the secret dread 

Of the lonely belfry and the dead ; 

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent 

On a shadowy something far away. 

Where the river widens to meet Uie bay,— 

A line of black that bends and floats 

On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats. 

Meanwhile, impatient to moont and ride, 
Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride 
On the opposite shore walked Pul Severe. 
Now he patted his horse's side. 
Now gaaed at the landscape far and near. 
Then, impetoous, stamped the earth. 
And turned and tightened his saddle>girih ; 
But mostly he watched with eager search 
The belfry-tower of the Old North Church, 
As it rose above the graves on the hill. 
Lonely and spectral and sombre and stilL 
And lo t as he looks, on the belfiy*s height 
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light I 
He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns. 
But lingers and gans, till full on his sight 
A second lamp in the belfry bums 1 
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A hurry of hoofs in a village street, 

A shape in the moonlight, a bnlk in the dark, 

And beneath, from the pebbles, in passing, a 

spark 
Strook out by a steed flying fearless and fleet : 
That was all I And yet, through the gloom and the 

Kght, 
The fate of a nation vas riding that night ; 
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his 

flight, 
Kindled the land into flame with its heat. 
He has left the village and mounted the steep. 
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep. 
Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides ; 
And under the alders, that skirt its edge. 
Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge, 
Is heard the tramp of his steed as he rides. 

It was twelve by the village dock. 

When he crossed the bridge into Medf ord town* 

He heard the crowing of the cock. 

And the barking of the &rmer*s dog, 

And felt the damp of the river fog. 

That rises after the sun goes down. 

It was one by the village dock. 

When he galloped into TjexingtniL 

He saw the gilded weathercock 

Swim in the moonlight as he passed^ 

And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare^ 

Gaze at him with a spectral glare. 

As if they already stood aghast 

At the bloody work they would look upon. 
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It WW two by the village dock, 

Wlien he emme to the bridge in Conoord town. 

He heard the bleating of the flock, 

And the twitter of birds among the trees, 

And felt the breath of the morning breeie 

Blowing orer the meadows brown. 

And one was safe and asleep in his bed 

Who at the bridge would be first to fall, 

Who that day would be lying dead, 

Pieroed by a British mnsket-balL 

You know the rest In the books yon have read. 
How the British Regulars fired and fled,— 
How the farmers gaye them ball for ball, 
From behind each fence and farm-yard wall. 
Chasing JK^ red-ooats down the lane, 
IHien fifossing jh ^ fields to e mer ge again 
Under the trees at the torn of the road. 
And only pausing to fire and load* 

So through the night rode Paul Berere; 

And so through the night went his cry of alarm 

To eyexy Middlesex village and faurm, — 

A ciy of defiance and not of fear, 

A yoioe in the darimess, a knock at the door. 

And a word that shaU echo f oreyermore t 

For, borne on the night-wind of the Past, 

Through all our history, to the last, 

In the hour of darkness and peril and need. 

The people will waken and listen to hear 

The hurrying hoof -beats of that steed. 

And the midnig^ message of Ptal Beyers. 
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INTERLX7DB. 

The Landlord ended thus his tale, 
Then rising took down from its nail 
The sword that hung there, dim with dnst, 
And cleaving to its sheath with rust. 
And said, ^ This sword was in the fight." 
The Poet seized it, and exclaimed, 
^ It is the sword of a good knight. 
Though homespun was his ooatof-mail; 
What matter if it be not named 
Joyeuse, Ciolada, Durindale, 
Ezcalibar, or Aroundight, 
Or other name the books record? 
Your ancestor, who bore this sword 
As Colonel of the Ydunteers, 
Mounted upon his old gray mare. 
Seen here and there and eyerywhere. 
To me a grander shape appears 
Than old Sir William, or what not, 
Clinking about in foreign lands 
With iron gauntlets on his hands, 
And on his head an iron poti " 

AU laughed ; the Landlord's face grew red 
As his escutcheon on the wall ; 
He could not comprehend at all 
The drift of what the Poet said; 
For those who had been longest dead 
Were always greatest in his eyes ; 
And he was speechless with surprise 
To see Sir William's plumed head 
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Brought to a level with the reet» 
And made the subject of a jest 
And this peroeivuig, to appease 
The Landlord's wrath, the others' fears, 
The Student said, with careless ease, 
^ The ladies and the cavaliers. 
The arms, the loves, the oomrtesies. 
The deeds of high emprise, I sing t 
Thus Ariosto says, in words 
That have the stately stride and ring 
Of armed knights and clashing swords. 
Now listen to the tale I bring ; 
Listen I though not to me belong 
The flowing draperies of his song. 
The words that rouse, the voice that charms. 
The Landlord's tale was one of arms, 
Only a tale of love is mine. 
Blending the human and divine, 
A tale of the Decameron, told 
Li Ptdmieri's garden old. 
By Fiametta, laureLorowned, 
While her companions lay around. 
And heard the intermingled sound 
Of airs that on their errands sped. 
And wild birds gossiping overhead. 
And lisp of leaves, and fountain's &11, 
And her own voice more sweet than all. 
Telling the tale, which, wanting these. 
Perchance may lose its power to please." 
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THE STUDENTS TALE. 

THB VALOON OV BOBB FBDERIOa 

One Bummer morning, when the sun was lioti 

Weaiy with labor in his garden-jdot, 

On a rude bench beneath his cottage eayes, 

Ser Federigo sat among the leayes 

Of a huge vine, that, with its arms ontspiead^ 

Hung its delicious clusters oyerhead. 

Below him, through the lovely valley, flowed 

The river Amo, like a winding road. 

And from its banks were lifted high in air 

The spires and roofs of Florence called the 

To him a marble tomb, that rose above 

His wasted fortunes and his buried love. 

For there, in banquet and in tournament, 

His wealth had lavished been, his substance spent, 

To woo and lose, since ill his wooing sped, 

Monna Giovanna, who his rival wed. 

Yet ever in his fancy reigned supreme, 

The ideal woman of a young man*s dream. 

Then be withdrew, in poverty and pain. 

To this small farm, the last of his domain. 

His only comfort and his only care 

To prune his vines, and plant the fig and pear ; 

His only forester and only g^est 

His falcon, faithful to him, when the rest, 

Whose willing hands had found so light of yore 

The brasen knocker of his palace door. 

Had now no strength to lift the wooden latch. 

That entrance gave beneath a roof of thatch. 



THE FALCON OP SER FEDERIGO 88 

Compwikm of bis solitary ways, 
Porreyor of bis feasts on bolidays, 
On him this melancholy man bestowed 
The loTe with which bis nature orerflowecL 



And so the empty-handed years went roond. 
Vacant, thoogh yoiceful with piophetio sound. 
And so, that summer mom, he sat and mnsed 
With foUed, patient hands, as he was used. 
And dreamily before his half-dosed sight 
Floated the vision of his lost delight 
Beside him, motionless, the drowsy bird 
Dreamed of the chase, and in his slumber heard 
The sudden, sqythe-like sweep of wings, that dare 
The headlong plunge through eddying gulfs of air. 
Then, starting broad awake upon his perch. 
Tinkled his bells, like mass'hells in a church. 
And looking at his master, seemed to say, 
"^ Ser Fede^gO, shall we hunt to^y ? ** 

Ser Federigo thought not of the chase ; 

The tender vision of her lovely face, 

I will not say he seems to see, he sees 

In the leaf -shadows of the trellises, 

Herself, yet not herself; a lovely child 

With flowing tresses, and eyes wide and wild. 

Coming undaunted up the garden walk, 

And looking not at him, but at the hawk. 

"^ Beautiful falcon t ** said he, "^ would that I 

Mij^t hoU thee on my wrist, or see thee fly I ^ 

The voice was hers, and made strange echoes start 

Through all the haunted chambers of his heart. 

As an eolian harp through gusty doors 

Of some old ruin its wild music pours* 



[ 



84 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

^ Who is thy mother, mj fair boy ? " he said^ 
SKb hand laid softly on that shining head. 
^ Monna Giovanna. Will yon let me stay 
A little while, and with your falcon play ? 
We live there, just beyond your garden wall, 
In the great house behind ^ poplars talL" 

So he spake on ; and Federigo heard 
As from afar each softly uttered word, 
And drifted onward through the golden gleams 
And shadows of the misty sea of dreams, 
As mariners becalmed through vapors drift, 
And feel the sea beneath them sink and lift, 
And hear far off the mournful breakers roar, 
And voices calling &intly from the shore I 
Then waking from his pleasant reveries. 
He took the little boy upon his knees. 
And told him stories of his gallant bird. 
Till in their friendship he became a third. 

Monna GKovanna, widowed in her prime, 

Had come with friends to pass the summer time 

In her grand villa, half-way up the hill, 

O'erlooking Florence, but retired and still ; 

With iron gates, that opened through long lines 

Of sacred ilex and centennial pines. 

And terraced gardens, and broad steps of stone. 

And sylvan deities, with moss overgrown. 

And fountains palpitating in the heat. 

And all Val d' Amo stretched beneath its feet 

Here in seclusion, as a widow may. 

The lovely lady whiled the hours away. 

Pacing in sable robes the statued hall. 
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Henelf the stateliest stetoe among all. 
And seeing more and more, with secret jojr, 
Her hnshand risen and living in her boy, 
Till the lost sense of life returned again. 
Not as delij^t, hot as relief from pain. 
Meanwhile the boy, rejoicing in his strength, 
Stoimed down the terraces from length to length ; 
The screaming peacock chased in hot porsoit, 
And climbed the garden trellises for froit 
But his chief pastime was to watch the flight 
Of a gerfalcon, soaring into sight, 
Beyond the trees that fringed the garden wall. 
Then downward stooping at some distant call ; 
And as he gaaed full often wondered he 
Who might the master of the falcon be. 
Until that happy morning, when he found 
liaster and falcon in the cottage groond. 

And now a shadow and a terror fell 

On the great boose, as if a passing-bell 

Tolled from the tower, aikL filled each spadons 



With secret awe and preternatural gloom ; 

The petted boy grew ill, and day by day 

Pined with mysterioos malady away* 

The mother*s heart woold not be comforted ; 

Her J^fc^yltng seemed to her already dead. 

And often, sitting by the safferer*s side, 

«« What can I do to comfort thee ? *' she cried. 

At first the silent lips made no reply. 

Bat, moved at length by her tmportonate ciy, 

^ Give me,'* he answered, with inqiloring tone, 

^ 8er Federigo's falcon fnr my own t *' 
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No answer could the astonished mother make ; 
How oould she ask, e'en for her darling's sake, 
Such &yor at a luckless lover's hand. 
Well knowing that to ask was to command ? 
Well knowing, what all falconers confessed. 
In all the land that fiiloon was the best, 
The master's pride and passion and delight, 
And the sole punmiyant of this poor knight. 
But yet, for her child's sake, she could no less 
Than give assent, to soothe his restlessness, 
So promised, and then promising to keep 
Her promise sacred, saw him &11 asleep* 

The morrow was a bright September mom ; 
The earth was beautiful as if new-bom ; 
There was that nameless splendor eveiywhere. 
That wild exhilaration in the air, 
Which makes the passers in the city street 
Congratulate each other as they meet 
Two lovely ladies, clothed in doak and hood. 
Passed through the garden gate into the wood. 
Under the lustrous leaves, and through the sheen 
Of dewy sunshine showering down between. 
The one, dose-hooded, had the attractive grace 
Which sorrow sometimes lends a woman's face ; 
Her dark eyes moistened with the mists that roll 
From the gulf-stream of passion in the soul ; 
The other with her hood thrown back, her hair 
Making a golden glory in the air. 
Her cheeks suffused with an auroral blush. 
Her young heart singing louder than the thrush. 
So iradked, that mom, through mingled li{^t and 
shade, 
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Each by the otlier*8 presenoe lonelier made, 
MonnA GioTamiA and her bosom friend. 
Intent upon their errand and its end. 

They f onnd Ser Federigo at his toil, 

like banished Adam, delving in the soil ; 

And when he looked and theae fair women spied. 

The garden niddenly was glorified ; 

Hia long-lost Eden was restored again. 

And tho strange river winding through the plain 

No longer was the Amo to his eyes. 

But the Eaphiates watering Paradise I 

Monna Gioranna raised her stately head. 
And with fair words of salutation said : 
^ Ser Federigo, we oome here as friends. 
Hoping in this to make some poor amends 
For past nnkindness. I who neW before 
Wotdd even eross the threshold of yoor door, 
I who in happier days sooh pride "*f^intl^nfd^ 
Befosed your banquets, and your gifts ^i«^^i«iMl, 
This morning oome, a self ^invited guest, 
To put your generous nature to the test. 
And breakfast with you under your own vine.** 
To which he answered : ^ Poor desert of mine. 
Not your nnkindness call it, for if anght 
Is good in me of feeling or of thought, 
From you it comes, and this last grace ontweij^ 
All sorrows, all regrets of other days.*' 

And after further compliment and talk, 
Among the asters in the garden walk 
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He left bis gaests ; and to his cottage tamed. 

And as he entered for a moment yearned 

For the lost splendors of the days of old. 

The ruby glass, the silyer and the gold. 

And felt how piercing is the sting of pride, 

By want embittered and intensified. 

He looked about him for some means or way 

To keep this unexpected holiday ; 

Searched every cupboard, and then searched again. 

Summoned the maid, who came, but came in 

vain; 
^ The Signer did not hunt to^y,** she said, 
^ There 's nothing in the house but wine and 

bread-'* 
Then suddenly the drowsy falcon shook 
His litde bells, with that sagacious look, 
Which said, as plain as language to the ear, 
If anything is wanting, I am here I ** 
Yes, eveiything is wanting, gallant bird t 
The master seized thee without further word. 
Like thine own lure, he whirled thee round ; ah 

mel 
The pomp and flutter of brave falconry. 
The bells, the jesses, the bright scarlet hood. 
The flight and the pursuit o'er field and wood, 
All these f orevermore are ended now ; 
No longer victor, but the victim thou I 



Tbax on the board a snow-white doth he spread. 
Laid on its wooden dish the loaf of bread. 
Brought purple grapes with autumn sunshine hot, 
The fragrant peach, the juicy bergamot ; 
Then in the midst a flask of wine he placed 
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And with aatimiiud flowers the banquet gxaoed. 

Ser Federigo, would not these soflBoe 

Withoat thy fsloon stnflted with cloves and spioe ? 

When all was ready, and the coortl j dame 
With her oompanion to the cottage came. 
Upon Ser Federigo's brain there fell 
The wild enchantment of a magic spell I 
The room they entered, mean and low and small. 
Was changed into a somptooas banqnefrliall. 
With fanfares by aerial trumpets Uown ; 
The mstio chair she sat on was a throne ; 
He ate celestial food, and a divine 
Flavor was given to his coontry wine, 
And the poor falcon, fragrant with his spice, 
A peacock was, or bird of paradise I 

When the repast was ended, they arose 
And pasncid again into the garden^slose* 
Then said the kdy, "« Far too well I know, 
Remembering still the days of long ago. 
Though yoa betray it not, with what sorprise 
Yon see me here in this ^inili^ wise* 
Yon have no children, and yoa cannot guess 
What anguish, what unspeakable distress 
A mother feds, whose child is lying iU^ 
Nor how her heart anticipates his wilL 
And yet for this, yon see me lay aside 
All womanfy reserve and check of pride, 
And ask the thing most predons in your ngfat, 
Tour falcon, your sole comfort and delight, 
Which if you find it in your heart to give, 
My poor, unhappy boy perchance may live.*^ 
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Ser Federigo listens, and replies, 
With tears of loye and pity in his eyes : 
** Alas, dear lady I there can be no task 
So sweet to me, as giving when you ask* 
One little hour ago, if I had known 
This wish of yoors, it would have been my own. 
But thinking in what manner I oould best 
Do honor to the presence of my guest, 
I deemed that nothing worthier oould be 
Than what most dear and precious was to me ; 
And so my gallant falcon breathed his last 
To furnish forth this morning our repast'* 

In mute contrition, mingled with dismay. 
The gentle lady turned her eyes away, 
Ghieving that he such sacrifice should make 
And kill his falcon for a woman's sake. 
Yet feeling in her heart a woman's pride. 
That nothing she could ask for was denied ; 
Then took her leave, and passed out at the gate 
With footstep slow and soul disconsolate. 

Three days went by, and lo I a passing-bell 
Tolled from the little chapel in ^e deU ; 
Ten strokes Ser Federigo heard, and said, 
Breathing a prayer, ^ Alas I her child is dead I " 
Three months went by ; and lo I a merrier chime 
Bang jbom the chapel bells at C!hristmas4ime ; 
The cottage was deserted, and no more 
Ser Federigo sat beside its door, 
But now, with servitors to do his will. 
In the grand villa, half-way up the hill. 
Sat at the Christmas feast, and at his side 
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Monna Oioraniiai bis beloved bride, 

Never so beaotifal, 80 kind, so fair, 

Entbroned onoe more in ibe old rustic obair, 

Higb-perobed apon tbe beck of wbicb tbere stood 

Tbe image of a falcon carved in wood. 

And ondemeatb tbe inscription, witb a date, 

** All tbings come roond to bim wbo will bot wait** 

DrrEBLUDE. 

SoOH as ibe story reaobed its end, 
One, over eager to onmmend, 
Crowned it witb injndioioas praise ; 
And tben tbe voice of Uame f oond vent, 
And fiuined tbe embers of dissent 
Into a someiHiat lively Uaae. 

Tbe Tbeologian sbook bis besd ; 
^ Tbese old Italian teles,** be said, 
** From tbe mncb-praised Decameron down 
Tbroogb all tbe rabble of tbe rest. 
Are eitber trifling, doll, or lewd ; 
Tbe gossip of a neigbboriiood 
In some remote provincial town, 
A soendalons cbronide at best I 
Tbey seem to me a stagnant fen. 
Grown rank witb rosbes and witb reeds, 
Wbere a wbite lily, now and tben. 
Blooms in tbe midst of noxioDS weeds 
And deadly nigbtsbade on its banksl ** 

To tbis ibe Stndent straight replied, 
««For tbe wbite lily, many tbanks! 
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One ahould not say, with too much pride, 
Fountain, I will not drink of thee I 
Nor were it grateful to forget 
That horn these reservoirs and tanks 
Even imperial Shakespeare drew 
His Moor of Venice, and the Jew, 
And Bomeo and Juliet, 
And many a famous comedy/' 

Then a long pause ; till some one said, 
^ An Angel is flying oyerhead I ** 
At these words spake the Spanish Jew, 
And murmured with an inward breath : 
^ Grod grant, if what you say be true. 
It may not be the Angel of Death I ** 
And tlien another pause ; and then. 
Stroking his beard, he said again : 
^This brings back to my memory 
A stoiy in the Tahnud told. 
That book of gems, that book of gold, 
Of wonders many and manifold, 
A tale that often comes to me, 
And fills my heart, and haunts my brain. 
And never wearies nor grows oUL'* 



THE SPANISH JEW^ TALE. 

THB LaOKKD OF KABBX BDf LBVL 

Rabbi Ben Levi, on the Sabbath, read 
A volume of the Law, in which it said, 
^No man shall look upon my face and live.** 
And as he read, he prayed that Ood would give 
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His futfafol aenrant grace with mortal eye 
To look upon His face and yet not die. 

Then fell a aodden shadow on the page, 

And, lifting up his eyes, grown dim with age, 

He saw the Angel of Dei^ before him stand. 

Holding a naked sword in his right hand* 

Babbi Ben Levi was a righteoos man. 

Yet through his veins a chill of terror ran. 

With trembling Toice he said, "" What wilt thoa 

here?'' 
The angel answered, ^ Lo ! the time draws near 
When thoa mnst die; yet first, by God's de> 



Whatever thoa askest shall be granted thee.'' 
Beplied the Babbi, *" Let these living eyes 
Ilrst look npon my pbce in Faradise." 



Then said the Angel, ** Come with me and look.'' 
Babbi Ben Levi dosed the sacred book. 
And rising, and uplifting his gray head, 
^ Grive me thy sword," he to the Angel said, 
^ Lest thon dioaldst fall npon me by the way." 
The angel smiled and hastened to obey. 
Then led him forth to the Celestial Town, 
And set him on the wall, whence, gazing down, 
Babbi Ben Levi^ with his living eyes. 
Might look npon his place in Pkradise. 

Then straight into the city of the Lord 
The Babbi leaped with the Death-Angel's sword. 
And throogh the streeto there swept a sadden 
bieath 
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Of something there unknown, which men cell 

death* 
Meanwhile the Angel stayed withoat, and oried, 
''Come backl '' To which the Babbi*s Toioe ve- 

plied, 
''Not in the name of Gh)d, whom I adore, 
I swear that henoe I will depart no more I ** 

Then all the Angeb cried, ""O Holy One, 
See what the son of LsTi here hath done I 
The kingdom of Heaven he takes by Tiolenoe, 
And in Thy name refuses to go henoe I '* 
The Lord replied, '' My Angels, be not wroth ; 
Did eW the son of Levi break his oath?. 
Let him remain ; for he with mortal eye 
Shall look upon my face and yet not die.** 

Beyond the outer wall the Angel of Death 
Heard the great voioe, and said, with panting 

breath, 
^'Grive back the sword, and let me go my way.** 
Whereat the Babbi paused, and answered, *^ Nay I 
Anguish enough already hath it caused 
Among the sons of men*** And while he paused 
He heard the awful mandate of the Lord 
Resounding through the air, ''Gitb back tibe 

swordi** 

The Babbi bowed his head in silent prayer ; 
Then said he to the dreadful Angel, "^ Swear 
No human eye shall look on it again ; 
But when thou takest away the souls of men. 
Thyself unseen, and with an unseen sword. 
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Hioo wilt perfonn the bidding of the Lord.** 
The Angel took the sword again, and swore, 
And walks on earth nnseen f oreTennore. 



DTTERLUDE. 

Hk ended : and a kind of spell 
Upon the silent listeners f elL 
His solemn manner and his words 
Had touched the deep, mysterioos ehords 
That Tibrate in eaoh hnman breast 
Alike, bat not alike confessed. 
The spiritoal world seemed near ; 
And close aboTe them, full of fear. 
Its awfol adumbration passed, 
A luminous shadow, Tague and vast 
They almost feared to look, lest there. 
Embodied from the impalpable air. 
They mig^t behold the Angel stand. 
Holding the sword in his right hand. 



At last, but in a Toice subdued. 

Not to disturb their dreamy mood. 

Said the Sicilian: ''While you spoke^ 

Telling your l^end mar¥eUou8, 

Suddenly in my memory woke 

The thought of <me, now gone from us,— 

An old Abate, meek and mild. 

My friend and teacher, when a child. 

Who sometimes in those days of old 

The l^end of an Angel tdd. 

Which ran, as I xemember, thus.'' 
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THE SICILIAN'S TALE. 

KING ROBERT OF SICILY. 

SoBEBT of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane 
And Yalmond, Emperor of Allemaine, 
Apparelled in magnificent attire, 
With retinue of many m knight and Bqoirei 
On St. John's eye, at vespers, proadly sat 
And heard the priests chant the Magnificat. 
And as he listened, o'er and o'er again 
Bepeated, like a burden or refrain. 
He caught the words, ** Deposuit potentea 
De sedtj et exaltctvit humiles ; '' 
And slowly lifting np his kingly head 
He to a learned derk beside him said, 
^ What mean these words ? '' The derk made an- 
swer meet, 
^ He has pat down the mighty jbom their seat, 
And has exalted them of low degree.'' 
Thereat King Robert mattered soomfally, 
^ 'T is well that saoh seditions words are song 
Only by priests and in the Latin tongae ; 
For onto priests and people be it known. 
There is no power can push me &om my throne t ** 
And leaning back, he yawned and fell asleep, 
Lolled by the chant monotonous and deep. 

When he awoke, it was already night ; 

The church was empty, and there was no light. 

Save where the lamps, that glimmered few and 

&int. 
Lighted a little space before some saint. 
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He started from bis seat and gaied aiotmd, 
Bat saw no living thing and heard no sound. 
He groped towards the door, bat it was locked ; 
He eried aload, and listened, and then knocked. 
And nttered awful threatenings and oomplaints, 
And imprecations npon men and saints. 
The soands reechoed &om the roof and walls 
As if dead priests were langhing in their stalls* 



At length the sexton, hearing from withoat 
The tumalt of the knocking and the shont, 
And thinking thieyes were in the hoase of prayer, 
Came with his lantern, asking, ^ Who is there ? ^* 
Half choked with rage, King Robert fiercely said, 
"^Open: 'tis I, the KingI Art thoa afraid ? '' 
The frightened seztem, mattering, with a carse, 
^ This is some dnmken vagabond, or worse ! '* 
Tamed the great key and flnng the portal wide ; 
A man rnshed by him at a single stride. 
Haggard, half naked, withoat hat or doak. 
Who neither tomed, nor looked at him, nor spoke, 
Bat leaped into the Uaokness of the ni^^t, 
And vanished like a spectre from his sight 

Robert of Sicily, brother of Pope Urbane 
And Yalmond, Emperor of AUemaine, 
Despoiled of his magnificent atdre, 
Bareheaded, breathless, and besprent with mire, 
With sense of wrong and oatrage desperate, 
Strode on and thandered at the palace gate ; 
Boshed throagh the coartyard, thrasting in his 

rage 
To rig^t and left each seneschal and page. 
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And homed up the broad and sounding stair, 
Hia white face ghastly in the torches* glare. 
From hall to hall he passed with breathless speed ; 
Voices and cries he heard, but did not heed. 
Until at last he reached the banqaet-room. 
Blazing with light, and breathing with perfome. 



There on the dais sat another king, 1 

Wearing his robes, his crown, his signet-ring, > 

King Robert's self in features, form, and height, 
Bnt all transfigored with angelic light ! 
It was an Angel ; and his presence there 
With a divine effulgence filled the air, 
An exaltation, piercing the disguise. 
Though none the hidden Angel recognise. 

A moment speechless, motionless, amazed. 

The throneless monarch on the Angel gazed. 

Who met his look of anger and surprise 

With the divine compassion of his eyes ; 

Then said, ^ Who art thou? and why com^st thou 

here?** 
To which King Robert answered with a sneer, 
^ I am the King, and come to claim my own 
From an impostor, who usurps my throne I " 
And suddenly, at these audacious words. 
Up sprang tiie angry guests, and drew their 

swords ; 
The Angel answered, with unruffled brow, 
** Nay, not the King, but the King^s Jester, thou 
Henceforth shalt wear the beUs and scalloped 

cape. 
And for thy counsellor shalt lead an ape ; 
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Thoa shalt obey my lerrmnts when they oall^ 
And wait upon my henchmen in the hall! " 

Deaf to King Bobert's threats and oriee and 

prayers, 
They thmst him from the hall and down the stairs; 
A group of tittering pages ran before, 
And as they opened wide the folding-door. 
His heart failed, for he heard, with strange alarms, 
The boisterous laughter of the men-at-arms, 
And all the vaulted chamber roar and ring 
With the mock plandits of ''Long live the KingI'* 

Next morning, waking with the day's first beam. 
He said within himself, *^ It was a dream 1 " 
But the straw rustled as he turned his head. 
There were the imp and bells beside his bed. 
Around him rose the bare, discolored walls. 
Close by, the steeds were champing in their staDs, 
And in the comer, a rcTolting shape, 
ShiTering and chattering sat the wretched ape. 
It was no dream ; the world he loved so much 
Had turned to dust and ashes at his touch I 

Days came and went ; and now returned again 

To Sioily the old Satumian reign ; 

Under the Angel's govemance benign 

The lu^py island danced with com and wine, 

And deep within the mountain's burning breast 

Encebdus, the giant, was at rest 

Meanwhile King Robert yielded to his &ite. 
Sullen and sflent and disconsolate* 
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Dressed in the motley garb that Jesters wear, 

With look bewildered and a vacant stare, 

Close shaven above the ears, as monks are shorn. 

By oonrtiers mocked, by pages langhed to soom, 

'BiA only friend the ape, his only food 

What others left, — he still was unsnbdued* 

And when the Angel met him on his way, 

And half in earnest, half in jest, would say, * 

Sternly, thongh tenderly, that he might feel ' 

The velvet scabbard held a sword of steel, 

** Art thou the King?*' the passion of his woe 

Burst &om him in resistless overflow. 

And, lifting high his forehead, he would fling 

The haughty answer back, ^^lam^Iaa 



Almost three years were ended ; when there came 

Ambassadors of great repute and name 

From Yalmond, Emperor of Allemaine, 

Unto King Robert, saying that Pope Urbane 

By letter summoned them forthwith to oome 

On Holy Thursday to his diy of Rome. 

The Angel with great joy received his guests. 

And gave them presents of embroidered vests, 

And velvet mantles with rich ermine lined. 

And rings and jewels of the rarest kind. 

Then he departed with them o'er the sea 

Into the lovely land of Italy, 

Whose loveliness was more resplendent made 

By the mere passing of that cavalcade. 

With plumes, and doaks, and housings, and the 

stir 
Of jewelled bridle and of golden spur. 
And lo ! among the menials, in mock state, 
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Upon % piebald steed, with shambling gait, 
His doak of f ox4ails flapping in the wind. 
The solemn ape demorely perched behind. 
King Robert rode, making huge merriment 
In all the ooontry towns throogh whioh they went. 

The Pope received them with great pomp and blare 

Of bannered trumpets, on Saint Peter's square, 

Giving his benediction and embrace. 

Fervent, and full of apostolic grace. 

While with congratolations and with prayers 

He entertained the Angel unawares, 

Robert, the Jester, bursting through the crowd. 

Into their presence rushed, and cried aloud, 

*^ I am the King I Look, and behold in me 

Robert, your brother, King of Sicily I 

This man, who wears my semblance to your eyes, 

Is an impostor in % king's disguise* 

Do you not know me ? does no voice within 

Answer my ciy, and say we are akin ? '' 

The Pope in alence, but with troubled mien, 

Gaaed at the Angel's countenance serene ; 

The Emperor, laughing, said, ** It is strange sport 

To keep a madman for thy Fool at court I " 

And the poor, baffled Jester in disgrace 

Was hustled back among the populace. 

In solemn stale the Holy Week went by. 
And Easter Sunday gleamed upon the sky ; 
The presence of the Angel, with its light, 
Before the sun rose, made the city bright. 
And with new fervor filled the hearts of men. 
Who felt that Christ indeed had risen again. 
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Even the Jester, on his bed of straw. 
With haggard eyes the unwonted splendor saw. 
He felt within a power unf elt before. 
And, kneeling hnmbly on his chamber floor. 
He heard the rushing garments of the Lord 
Sweep through the silent air, aseending heaven- 
waid* 

And now the visit ending, and onoe more 
Yalmond returning to the Danube's shore. 
Homeward the Angel journeyed, and again 
The land was made resplendent with his train. 
Flashing along the towns of Italy 
Unto Salerno, and from thenoe by sea. 
And when once more within Palermo's wall. 
And, seated on the throne in his great hall, 
He heard the Angelus from convent towers, 
As if the better world conversed with ours. 
He beckoned to King Robert to draw nigher. 
And with a gesture bade the rest retire ; 
And when they were alone, the Angel said, 
^ Art thou the King? " Then, bowing down his 

head. 
King Robert crossed both hands upon his breast, 
And meekly answered him : *' Thou knowest best ! 
My sins as scarlet are ; let me go hence, 
And in some cloister's school of penitence. 
Across those stones, that pave the way to heaven. 
Walk barefoot, till my guilty soul be shriven I " 



The Angel smiled, and &om his radiant face 
A holy light illumined all the place, 
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And throngli the open window, load and dear, 
They heazd the monks chant in the ohapel near, 
Above the stir and tomnlt of the street: 
^ lie has pot down the mighty from their seat, 
And has exalted them of low degree I '* 
And through the chant a second melody 
Bose like the throbbing of a single string : 
** I am an Angel, and thoa art the King I *' 

King Robert, who was standing near the throne, 

Lifted his eyes, and lo I he was alone I 

Bat all apparelled as in days of old. 

With ermined mantle and with cloth of gold ; 

And when his courtiers came, they f oond him there 

Kneeling upon the floor, absorbed in silent prayer. 

XNTEBLUDE. 

Ahd then the Un^eyed Norseman told 

A Saga of the days of old. 
^ There is,*' said he, ** a wondrons book 

Of Legends in the old Norse tongue. 

Of the dead kings of Norroway, — 

Lqfends that once were told or sung 

Li many a smoky fireside nook 

Of Iceland, in the ancient day. 

By wandering Saga^man or Scald ; 
* Heimskringla * is the volume called ; 

And he who lodes may find therein 

The story that I now begin.** 

And tneaoh pause the story made 
Upon his violin he played. 



I 
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As an appropriate interltide, 
Fragments of old Norw^;ian tones 
That bound in one the separate rones, 
And held the mind in perfect mood. 
Entwining and encircling all 
The strange and antiquated rhymes 
With melodies of olden times ; 
As over some half -mined wall, 
Dbjointed and aboot to fall, 
Fresh woodbines dimb and interlace. 
And keep the loosened stones in place. 



THE MUSICIAirS TALE. 

THB SAGA OF KIKO OLAV. 



THB CHAUJOfOE OF THOB. I 

■ 

I AK the God Thor, 
I am the War Ood, 
I am the Thunderer ! 
Here in my Northland, 
My fastness and fortress, 
Beign I foreTerl 

Here amid icebergs ! 

Bole I the nations ; I 

This is my hammer, ' 

Miolner the mighty ; 
Giants and sorcerers 
Cannot withstand it I 
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These are the gaondeto 
Wnerewith 1 wield it. 
And hurl it alftr off ; 
This is my girdle ; 
Whenever I brsoe it. 
Strength is redoabled I 

The light thoa beholdest 
Stream throng^ the heavens, 
In flashes of erimson. 
Is bat my red beard 
Bbwn by the night-wind. 
Affrighting the nations t 

Jove is my brother ; 
Mine eyes are the li^tning ; 
The wheels of my ehariot 
Boll in the thunder. 
The blows of my hammer 
Bing in the earthquake I 

Force rules the world still. 
Has ruled it, shall rule it ; 
Meekness is weakness, 
Strength is triumphant, 
Over the whole earth 
Still is it Thor VDay t 

Thou art a God too, 

OOalileanI 

A * >d thus Mwg lAJmndftii 

Unto the oombat, 

Ghumtlet or Gospel, 

Here I defy thee I 
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KBfO OLAF^S BXTCBK. 

And King Olaf heard the cry, 
Saw the red light in the aky. 

Laid his hand npon his sword, 
Ab he leaned npon the railing, 
And his ships went sailing, sailing 

Northward into Droniheim fiord. 

There he stood as one who dreamed ; 
And the red light glanced and gleamed 

On the armor that he wore ; 
And he shouted, as the rifted 
Streamers o'er him shook and shifted, 

""I accept thy challenge, Thorl " 

To ayenge his father slain. 
And reconquer realm and reign. 

Came the youthful Olaf home. 
Through the midnight sailing, sailing. 
Listening to the wild wind's wailing. 

And the dashing of the foam* 



To his thoughts the sacred name 
Of his mother Astrid came. 

And the tale she oft had told 
Of her flight by secret passes 
Through the mountains and morasses. 

To the home of Hakon old. 

Then strange memories crowded back 
Of Queen Gunhild's wrath and wrack. 
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And a harried flight by sea ; 
Of grim Vikings, and the rapture 
Of the sea-fi^t, and the oaptuie. 

And the life of skvery. 

How a stranger watched his face 
In the Esthonian market-plaoe, 

Scanned his featores one by one, 
Saying, ^ We should know each other ; 
I am Sigurd, Astrid*s brother, 

Thoo art Olaf, Astrids soni " 



Then as Qneen Allogia's page, 
Old in honors, yoong m age. 

Chief of all her men-at«nns ; 
nil Tague whispers, and mysterious. 
Beached King Valdemar, Uie imperioos, 

filling him with strange alanns. 



Then his emisings o*er the seas, 
Westward to the Hebrides 

And to Sdlly's rocky shore ; 
And the hermit's oayem dismal, 
Christ's great name and rites baptismal 

In the ocean's rash and roar. 

All these thooghts of bve and strife 
Glimmered through his lurid life, 

As the stars' intenser light 
Through the red flames o'er him trailing. 
As his ships went sailing, sailing 

Northward in the summer night 



UmX OfgtteTltt«i,Mdlkrir 
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Trained for either camp or oonrti 
Skilful in each manly sport, 

Yonng and beautiful and tall ; 
Art of warfare, craft of chases, 
Swimming, skating, snow-shoe raoeSy 

Excellent alike in alL 



When at sea, with all his rowers. 
He along the bending oars 

Outside of his ship could run. 
He the Smalsor Horn ascended. 
And his shining shield suspended 

On its summit, like a sun* 

On the ship-rails he could stand. 
Wield his sword with either hand, 

And at once two javelins throw ; 
At all feasts where ale was strongest 
Sat the merry monarch longest. 

First to come and last to go. 

Norway ncTcr yet had seen 
One so beaatiful of mien. 

One so royal in attire. 
When in arms completely furnished. 
Harness gold-inlaid and burnished. 

Mantle like a flame of fire. 



Thus came Olaf to his own, 
When upon the night>wind blown 

Passed that cry along the shore ; 
And he answered, while the rifted 
Streamers o'er him shook and shifted* 

*^ I accept thy challenge, Thorl " 
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m. 

THOBA or BDffOL. 

** Thora of Bimol I bide me I hide met 
DaDger and ahame and death betide mel 
For Olaf the King is banting me down 
Through field and f oresti throngh thorp and 
townl" 

Thns cried Jarl Hakon 

To Thocm, the Purest of women. 

^ Hakon Jarl I for the love I bear thee 
Neither shall ahame nor death come near theet 
Bat the biding-fdace wherein thoa most lie 
Is the cave nndemeath the swine in the sty/* 

Thns to Jarl Hakon 

Said Thora, the fiiirest of women. 

So Hakon Jarl and his base thrall Karker 
Croaohed in the cave, than a dangeon darker. 
As Olaf came riding, with men in mail, 
Throngh the forest roads into Orkadale, 

Demanding Jarl Hakon 

Of Thocm, the fiiirest of women. 

^ Rich and honored shall be whoeyer 
The head of Hakon Jarl shall dissever I ^ 
Hakon beard him, and Kaiker the slare, 
Throngh the breathing-boles of the darksome oaTS. 

Alone in her chamber 

Wept Thora, the fiiirest of women. 
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Said Karker, the crafty, ^* I will not slay thee I 
For all the king's gold I will never betray thee I " 
^ Then why doet ihon torn so pale, O chorl, 
And then amin Uaok as the earth?** said the 
EarL 
More pale and more faithful 
Was Thora, the fairest of women. 

From a dream in the night the thrall started, 

saying, 
«< Boond my neck a gold ring King Olaf was lay- 

ingi** 
And Hakon answered, ^ Beware of the king I 
He will lay roond thy neck a blood-red ring/' 
At the ring on her finger 
Graced Thora, the fiiirest of women* 

At daybreak slept Hakon, with sorrows encum- 
bered. 
But screamed and drew up his feet as he slum- 
bered; 
The thrall in the darkness plunged with his knife, 
And the Eari awakened no more in this life. 
But wakeful and weeping 
Sat Thora, the fairest of women. 

At Nidarholm the priests are all singing. 
Two ghastly heads on the gibbet are swinging ; 
One b Jarl Hakon's and one is his thrall's. 
And the people are shouting from windows and 
waUs; 
While alone in her chamber 
Swoons Thora, the fairest of women. 
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IV. 

qOEBK aiGRID THE HAUOBTT. 



Queen Sigrid the Haughty sat proud and aloft 
In her chamber, that looked over meadow and 
oroft. 

Heart's dearest. 

Why dost thon sorrow so? 

Tbo floor with tassels of fir was besprent, 
niling the room with their fragrant scent. 

She heard the birds sing, she saw the son shine, 
The air of sommer was sweeter than wine. 

Like a sword without scabbard the bright river lay 
Between her own kingdom and Norroway. 

But Olaf the King had saed for her hand. 

The sword would K^ ■Iw^tKAil, th^ wvay h^ ap^n^. 

Her maidens were seated around her knee, 
Wooing bright figures in tapestiy. 

And one was singing the andent rune 

Of firynhilda's love and the wrath of Gudrun. 

And through it» and round it, and orer it all 
Sounded incessant the watertalL 

Hie Queen in her hand held a ring of gold. 
From the door of I^^'s Temple old. 
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King Olaf had sent her this wedding gift, 
Bat her thonghtB as arrows were keen and swift. 

She had given the ring to her goldsmiths twain. 
Who smiled, as they handed it back again. 

And Sigrid the Qoeen, in her haughty way. 
Said, *^ Why do yon smile, my goldsmiths, say 7 '' 

And they answered: ^O Qaeen! if the troth most 

be told. 
The ring is of copper, and not of gold I " 

The lightning flashed o'er her forehead and oheek, 
She only mnzmnred, she did not speak: 

^ If in his gifts he can faithless be, 
Tliere will be no gold in his love to me.'' 

A footstep was heard on the outer stair. 
And in strode King Olaf with royal air. 

He kissed the Queen's hand, and he whispered of 

love. 
And swore to be tme as the stars are above. 

Bat she smiled with contempt as she answered: 

««OKing, 
Win yoa swear it, as Odin once swore, on the 

ring?" 

And the King: ** Oh speak not of Odin tome, 
The wife of King Olaf a Christian mast be." 
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Lookmg straight at the King, with her level brows. 
She said, ** I keep true to my faith and my tows." 

Then the &oe of King Olaf was darkened with 

glown. 
He rose in his anger and strode through the room. 

^Why, then, should I care to have thee?" he 

said, — 
^ A faded oM woman, a liftftiliAfiiali {ade I " 



His nal was stronger than fear or love. 
And he stmok the Queen in the &oe with his 
glove. 

Then forth from the chamber in anger he fled. 
And the wooden stairway shook with his tread. 

Queen Sigrid the Haoghty said under her breath, 
•« This insuh, King Obf, shall be thy death I '* 

Heart's dearest, 

Why dost thou sorrow so? 



V. 

or 



Now from all King Olaf s &rm8 

His men-at^ums 
Gathered on the Eve of Easter; 
To his house at Angvalds-ness 

Fast they press. 
Drinking witib the royal f eastar. 
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Loudly throagh the wide*fliiiig door 

Came the roar 
Of the sea upon the Skeny ; 
And its thunder load and near 

Beached the ear. 
Mingling with their yoioes meny. 



««Hark I '' said Olaf to his Scald, 

Halfred the Bald, 

^ Listen to that song, and learn it t 

Half my kingdom would I give. 

As I Uve, 
If by such songs you would earn it I 

^For of all the runes and rhymes 
Of all times, 
Best I like the ocean's diiges. 
When the old harper heaves and rockSt 

His hoary locks 
Flowing and flashing in the surges I ** 

Hal&ed answered : ^ I am called 

The Unappalled I 
Nothing hinders me or daunts me. 
Hearken to me, then, O King, 

While I sing 
The great Ocean Soug that haunts me.*' 



*' I will hear your song sublime 

Some other time," 
Says the drowsy monarch, yawning, 
And retires ; each lan^iing guest 

Applauds the jest ; 
Then they sleep till day is dawning* 
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Fkdng up and down the yaid^ 

King Olaf B gnaxd 
Saw the sea^mist slowly creeping 
0*er the sanda, and np the hill. 

Gathering still 
Bound the house where they were sleeping. 

It was not the fog he saw. 

Nor misty flaw, 
That aboYe the landscape brooded ; 
It was Eyrind Kallda's crew 

Of warlocks bloe 
With their ci^ of darkness hooded I 

Bound and roond the house they go, 

Weaving slow 
Magio cireles to encomber 
And imprison in their ring 

Olaf the King, 
Afl he helpless lies in shmiber. 

Then athwart the vapors dmi 

Tbo Easter son 
Streamed with one broad track of splendor I 
In their real forms appeared 

The warlocks weird, 
Awfid as the Witch of Endor. 

BUnded by the light that glared. 

They groped and stared, 
Bomd aboat with steps unsteady ; 
From his window Olaf gand, 

^ Who are these strange people ? '' said he. 
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"^Eyrind Eallda and liis men I '* 

Answered then 
From the yard a sturdy farmer ; 
While the men-at-arms apace 

ilUed the place, 
Bnsily buckling on their armor. 

From the gates they sallied forth, 

Sooth and north, 
Sconred the island coast aroond them^ 
Seiang all the warlock band, 

Foot and hand 
On the Sbrty's rocks they boond them. 

And at eve the king again 

Called his train. 
And, with all the candles burning. 
Silent sat and heard once more 

The sullen roar 
Of the ocean tides retoming. 

Shrieks and cries of wild despair 

Filled the air. 
Growing &inter as they listened ; 
Then the bursting soige alone 

Somided on; — 
Tims the soroerers were christened ! 

**Sing, O Scald, your song sublime, 
Your ocean-rhyme,'' 
Cried King Olaf : '' it will cheer me I ** 
Said the Scald, with pallid cheeks, 

*«The Skerry of Shrieks 
Sings too loud for you to hear me I " 
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VL 

THB WBATTH OV ODOff. 

Tbe guests were load, the ale was strong, 
King Olaf feasted late and long ; 
The hoaiy Scalds together sang ; 
O'erhead the smoky rafters rang. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 



The door swong wide, with creak and din; 
A blast of cold nightjar came in. 
And on the threshold shiyering stood 
A one-eyed guest, with doak and hood. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang, 

Tlie King ezolaimed, *^ O graybeaid pale t 
Come warm thee with this cap of ale*'* 
The foaming drangfat the old man quaffed. 
Hie noisy guests looked on and lang^ied. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Then spake the King : *« Be not afnad : 
Sit here by me.'* The guest obeyed. 
And, seated at the table, told 
Tales of the sea, and Sagas old* 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

And erer, when the tale was o'er. 

The King demanded yet one more ; 
Till Sigurd the Bishop smiling said, 
""T is bte, O King, and time for bed." 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 
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The King retired ; the siranger goert 
Followed and entered with the rest ; 
The lights were out, the pages gone, 
Bat still the gamiloos guest spake on* 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogekang. 

Afl one who from a yolnme reads, 
He spake of heroes and their deeds. 
Of lands and cities he had seen. 
And stormy gulfs that tossed between. 
Dead ridea Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

Then from his lips in mosic rolled 
The Havamal of Odin old. 
With sounds mysterious as the roar 
Of billows on a distant shore. 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

** Do we not learn from runes and rhymes 
Made by the gods in elder times, 
And do not still the great Scalds teach 
lliat silence better is than speech?" 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 



Smiling ^ this, the King repHed, 
** Thy lore is by thy tongue belied ; 
For never was I so enthralled 
Either by Saga-man or Scald.'' 

Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

The Bishop said, ^ Late hours we keep I 
mght wanes, O King I 'tis time for sleep I 
Then slept the King, and wlien he woke 



Mn 
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The gnest was gone, the moniiiig broke. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsaog. 

They found the doors seonrely barred. 
They found the watch-dog in the yaid^ 
Thm was no footprint in the grass, 
And none had seen the stranger pass. 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 

King Olaf crossed himself and said : 
^ I know that Odin the Great is dead ; 
Sore is the triumph of oar Faith, 
The one^yed stranger was his wraitL*' 
Dead rides Sir Morten of Fogelsang. 



vn. 

IBOll-BXAXn. 

Olaf the King, one sommer moniy 
Blew a blast on his bagle*hom. 
Sending his signal through the land of DrontheinL 

And to the Hns-Ting held at Mere 
GhUhered the fanners &r and near. 
With their war weiqpons ready to confront him. 

Pkmghing under the morning star. 
Old Iron-Beard in Yriar 
Heard the summons, chuckling with a low laugh. 

He wiped the sweatdrops from his brow. 
Unharnessed his horses from the plough. 
And clattering came on horseback to King Olaf. 
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He was the chnrliest of the oharlfl ; 
Little he cared for king or earls ; 
Bitter as home-brewed ale were his foaming pas- 
sions. 

Hodden-gray was the garb he wore, 
And by the Hammer of Thor he swore ; 
He hated the narrow town, and all its fashions. 



Bnt he loved the freedom of his farm. 
His ale at night, by the fireside warm, 
Ghidnm his daughter, with her flaxen tresses. 



He loved his horses and his herds, 
The smell of the earth, and the song of 
His well-filled bams, his brook with its water- 



Hoge and cumbersome was his frame ; 
His beard, from which he took his name. 
Frosty and fierce, like that of Hymer the Giant 

So at the Hns-Ting he appeared. 
The farmer of Yriar, Iron-Beard, 
On horseback, in an attitude defiant 

And to King Olaf he cried alond, 
Oat of the middle of the crowd, 
That tossed aboat him like a stormy ocean : 



^ Soch sacrifices shalt thou 
To Odin and to Thor, O King, 
As ottier kings have done in their devotion I ** 
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King Olaf answered : ** I oommand 
This land to be a Christian land ; 
Here is my Bishop whe the folk baptizes I 

^ Bat if yon ask me to restore 
Your saorifioes, stained with gore, 
Then will I offer human saerifiees I 

** Not slaves and peasants shall they be. 
But men of note and high degree. 
Such men as Orm of Lyra and Kar of Gryting I " 

TbfBa to their Temple strode he in. 

And lond behind him heard the din 

Of his men-at-arms and the peasants fiercely fight- 
ing. 

There in the Temple, carred in wood. 
The image of great Odin stood. 
And other gods, with Thor supreme among them. 

King Olaf smote them with the blade 
Of his huge war4ae, gold inlaid. 
And downward shattered to the paTement flung 
them* 

At the same moment rose without. 
From the contending crowd, a shout, 
A mingled sound of triumph and of wailing. 

And there upon the trampled plain 
The fanner Iron-Beard lay slain, 
Midway between the assailed and the assailing. 
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King Olaf from the doorway spoke : 
** Choose ye between two things, my folk, 
To be baptused or given np to slaughter I '' 

And seeing their leader stark and dead. 
The people with a mnrmnr said, 
^ O King, baptise us with thy holy water." 

So all the Drontheim land became 
A Christian land in name and fame. 
In the old gods no more belieying and trusting. 

And as a blood-atonement, soon 
King Olaf wed the fair Oudrun; 
And thus in peace ended the Drontheim Hus-IKng I 

vnL 

GITDBUK. 



On King Olaf s 
Shines the moon with tender light, 
And across the chamber streams 
Its tide of dreams. 



At the &tal midnight hour, 
When all evil things have power, 
In the glimmer of the moon 
Stands Oudrun. 

Close against her heaving breast 
Something in her hand is pr e ss e d ; 
like an idde, its sheen 
Is cold and keen. 
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On the oaim are fixed ber eyes 
Where her murdered father 
And a yoioe remote and drear 
She seems to hear. 



What a bridal night is this I 
Cold will be the dagger*s kiss ; 
Laden with the ohill of death 
Is its breath. 

Like the drifting snow she sweeps 
To the ooQoh where Olaf sleeps ; 
Suddenly he wakes and stirs. 
His eyes meet hers. 

•« What b that,** King Olaf said, 
** Gleams so bright aboye my head ? 
Wherefore standest thou so white 
Li pale moonlight 7 '* 



M T is the bodkin that I wear 
When at night I bind my hair ; 
It woke me falling on the floor ; 
T is nothing more.** 

^ Forests haye ears, and fields haTO eyes ; 
Often treachery lorking lies 
Underneath the fairest hair! 
Gndnm beware I ** 

Ere the earliest peep of mom 
Blew King Olaf s bogleJioni ; 
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And forever snndered ride 
Bridegroom and bride I 



n 



THAHOBRAKD THK PBIttT. 

Short of statore, large of limb, 
Burly face and roaaet beard. 
All the women stared at him. 
When in Iceland he appeared* 
"^Lookl** they said. 
With nodding head, 
^ There goes Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 

All the prayers he knew by rote, 

He could preach like Chrysostom, 
From the Fathers he could quote, 
He had even been at Bome. 
A learned derk, 
A man of mark. 
Was this Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 



He was quarrelsome and loud. 

And impatient of control. 
Boisterous m the market crowd. 
Boisterous at the wassail-bowl, 
Everywhere 

Would drink and swear, 
Swaggering Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 

In his house this malcontent 
Could the King no longer bear, 
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So to Iceland he was sent 
To oonvert the heathen there. 

And away 

One summer day 
Sailed this Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 

There in Iceland, o'er their books 
Pored the people day and night. 
Bat he did not like their looks, 
Nor the songs they nsed to write. 
M All this rhyme 
Is waste of time I '* 
GramUed Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 

To the alehoose, where he sat, 

Came the Scalds and Saga-men ; 
Is it to be wondered at 
That they quarrelled now and then, 
When o*er his beer 
Bq;an toleer 
Dnmken Thangbrand, Olafs Priest? 

An the folk in Altafiord 

Boasted of their island grand ; 
Saying in a single word, 
** Iceland is the finest land 
That the sun 
Doth shine upon I " 
Lood laoghed Thangbrand, Olafs Priest 

And he answered: ** What 's the ose 

Of this bragging up and down. 
When three women and one goose 
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Make a market in your town ! " 
Eveiy Scald 
Satires scrawled 
On poor Thangbrand, Olaf s Priest 

Something worse they did than that ; 

And what yezed him most of all 
Was a figure in shoyel hat, 
Drawn in charcoal on the wall; 
With words that go 
Sprawling below, 
''This is Thangbrand, Olafs Priest" 

Hardly knowing what he did. 

Thai he smote them might and main, 
Thorrald Yeile and Yeterlid 
Lay there in the alehoose slain. 
^ To<lay we are gold, 
To-morrow mould 1 *' 
Mattered Thangbrand, Olafs Priest 

Mnch in fear of axe and rope. 
Back to Norway sailed he then. 
MO King Olaf I Httlehope 

Is there of these Iceland men t ** 
Meekly said. 
With bending head. 
Pious Thangbrand, Olafs Priest 
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ftAUD THB ■TBOXni. 



M jyi the old gods are dead, 
All the wild warlodn fled ; 
Bat the White Christ Uves and reigns, 
And thronghont my wide domains 
His Gospel shall be spreadl" 
On the Evangelists 
Thns swore King OlaL 

Bat still in dreams of the night 
Beheld he the crimson light, 
And heard the voice that defied 
Him who was omcified. 
And challenged him to the fight 
To Sigurd the Bishop 
King Olaf confessed it 

And Sigurd the Bishop said, 
^ The old gods are not dead. 
For the great Thor still reigns. 
And among the Jarls and Thanes 
The old witchcraft still is spread.** 
Thus to King Olaf 

Signrd the Bishop. 



"^Far north in the Salten Iloid, 
By rapine, fire, and sword. 
Lives the Viking, Band the Strong; 
All the Godoe Isles belong 
To him and his heathen horde.'* 
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Thus went on speaking 
the Bishop. 



^ A warlock, a wizard is he, 
And lord of the wind and the sea; 
And whioherer way he sails, 
He has ever favoring gales, 
By his oraft in sorcery/* 

Here the sign of the cross 
Made devontly King Olaf, 

^ With rites that we both abhor. 
He worships Odin and Thor ; 
So it cannot yet be said. 
That all the old gods are dead. 
And the warlocks are no more,** 
Flushing with anger 
Said Sigurd the Bishop. 

Then King Olaf cried aloud : 
^ I will talk with this mighty Band, 
And along the Salten Fiord 
Preach the Grospel with my sword. 
Or be brought back in my shroud I " 

So northward from Drontheim 

Sailed King Olaf I 

a nMooHjKi^oiitf. 
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XL 

BI8HOP BIOUBO OP BALTKX FIOKD. 

Load the angry wind was wailing 
As King Olafs ahipa came Bailing 
Northward out of Dnmtheim haven 
To the month of Salten Fiofd. 

Though the flying sea^pray drenches 
Fore and aft the rowers* benches, 
Not a single heart is craven 

Of the champions there on board. 

All without the fiord was quiet» 
But within it storm and rioti 
Such as on his Viking cruises 

Band the Strong was wont to ride. 

And the sea through all its tide>way8 
Swept the reeling vessels sideways, 
As the leaves are swept through sluices, 
When the flood-gates open wide. 

"« T is the warlock I 'tis the demon 

Rand I '* cried Sigurd to the imamfm ; 
'' But the Loid is not affrighted 

By the witchcraft of his foes.'' 

To the ship's bow he ascended. 
By his choristers attended^ 
Bound him were the t^Mrs lighted. 
And the sacred incense rose. 



80 TALES OP A WAYSIDE INN 



On the bow stood Bishop Sigurd^ 
In his robes, as one transfigured. 
And the Cmcifix he phinted 

High amid the rain and mist. 

Then with holy water sprinkled 
All the ship ; the mass-bells tinkled : 
Lond the monks aronnd him chanted^ 
Lond he read the Evangelist 

As into the Fiord they darted. 
On each side the water parted ; 
Down a path like silver molten 

Steadily rowed King Olaf s ships; 



Steadily burned all night the tapers, 
And the White Christ through the v^mtb 
Gleamed across the Fiord of Salten, 
As through John's Apocalypse, — 

Tin at last they reached Band's dwelling 
On the little isle of Gelling; 
Not a guard was at the doorway. 

Not a glimmer of Ug^t was seen. 

But at anchor, carved and gilded. 
Lay the dragon-ship he bnilded ; 
T was the grandest ship in Norway, 
With its crest and scales of green* 

Up the stairway, softly creeping. 
To the loft wh^ Rand was sleeping. 
With their fists they burst asunder 
Bolt and bar that held the door. 
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Dnmken with sleep and ale they f oand him, 
Dragged him from his bed and boand him. 
While he stared with stapid wonder 
At the look and garb they wore. 



Then King Olaf said : ""OSea-Eingl 
Little time have we for speaking, 
Choose between the good and evil ; 
Be baptiaed I or thoa shalt die I " 

Bnt in soom the heathen scoffer 
Answered : ^ I disdain thine offer ; 
Neither fear I God nor Devil ; 
Thee and thy Gospel I defy I '* 

Then between his jaws distended. 
When his frantic straggles ended. 
Through King Olafs horn an adder, 

Tooched by fire, they forced to glide. 



Sharp his tooth was as an arrow, 

As he gnawed throngh bone and marrow ; 

Bat without a groan or shadder, 

Baad the Strong blaspheming died. 

Then baptised they all that region. 
Swarthy Lap and fair Norwegian, 
Far as swims the salmon, leaping. 
Up the streams of Salten Fiord. 

Li their temples Thor and Odin 
Lay in dost and ashes trodden, 
Ab King Olaf, onward sweeping. 

Pleached the Gospel with his sword. 
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Then he took the carved and gilded 
Dragon-ship that Rand had bnilded. 
And the tiller single-handed 

Grasping, steered into the main. 

Southward sailed the sea-gulls o'er him. 
Southward sailed the ship that bore him. 
Till at Drontheim haven landed 
Olaf and his orew again. 



KDTO OIAT'S CmUSTMAS. 

At Drontheim, Olaf the King 
Heard the bells of Yule-tide ring. 

As he sat in his banquet-hall. 
Drinking the nut-brown ale. 
With his bearded Berserks hale 

And talL 



Three days his Yule-tide feasts 
He held with Bishops and Priests, 

And his horn filled up to the brim ; 
But the ale was never too strong, 
Nor the Saga-man's tale too long. 

For him. 

O W his drinking-horn, the sign 
He made of the cross divine. 

As he drank, and muttered his prayers; 
But the Berserks evermore 
Made the sign of the Hammer of Thor 

Over theirs. 
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The gleams of the fire-light dance 
Upon helmet and haaberk and lanoe, 

And laugh in the eyes of the King ; 
And he ones to Half red the Scald, 
Gray-beaided, wrinkled, and bald, 



*^ Sing me a song dirine, 
With a sword in every line. 

And this shall be thy reward.'' 
And he loosened the belt at his waist. 
And in front of the singer placed 

His sword. 

•« Qoem-biter of Hakon the Good, 
Wherewith at a stroke he hewed 

The millstone throogh and through, 
And Foot-breadth of Thoralf the Strong, 
Were neither so broad nor so long, 

Nor so tme*" 

Then the Scald took his harp and sang, 
And kmd through the music rang 

The sound of that aKining word ; 
And the harp^rtrings a clangor made. 
As if they were stmck with the Uade 

Of a sword* 

And the Berserks roond aboat 
Broke forth into a shoot 

That made the rafters ring: 
They smote with their fists on the board. 
And shouted, ^ Long Uto the Sword, 

AndtheKingI'* 
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Bnt the King said, ^O my son, 
I miss the bright word in one 

Of thy measures and thy rhymes.'* 
And Halfred the Scald replied, 
^ In another 'twas multiplied 
Three times." 

Then King Olaf raised the hilt 
Of iron, oross^haped and gilt, 

And said, ^* Do not refuse ; 
Count well the gain and the loss, 
Thor's hammer or Christ's cross : 

Choose I'' 

And Halfred the Scald said, '' This 
In the name of the Lord I kiss. 

Who on it was cmcified I " 
And a shoat went round the board, 
^ In the name of Christ the Lord, 

Who died!" 

Then over the waste of snows 
The noonday sun uprose. 

Through the driving mists rsTealed^ 
like the lifting of the Host, 
By inoense^douds almost 

Concealed. 



On the shining wall a vast 
And shadowy cross was cast 

From the hilt of the lifted sword. 
And in foaming cups of ale 
The Berserks drank ** Was-hael I 

To the Lord!" 
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xnL 

TBB BUILDDIO OF THB IX>llO BKSFEHT* 

Thorberg Skaftiiig, mMter-baildert 

In his ship-yard by tbe sea, 
Wbistlmg, said, *" It would bewilder 
Any man bat Thorberg Shafting, 

Any man bat me I '* 

Near him lay the Dragon stranded. 
Built of old by Band the Strong, 

And King Olaf had commanded 

He should baild another Dragon, 
Twice as large and long. 

Therefore whistled Thorberg Shafting, 
As he sat with half-doeed eyes, 

And his head tamed sideways, drafting 

That new vessel for Eang Olaf 
Twice the Dragon's siie. 

Boand him busily hewed and hammered 

Mallet huge and heavy axe ; 
Workmen laughed and sang and damored ; 
Whirred the wheels, that into rigging 

Spun the shining flax ! 

All this tumult heard the master, — 

It was music to his ear ; 
Fancy whispered all the faster, 
*«Men shall hear of Thorberg Shafting 

For a hundred year I ** 
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Workmen fweaiing at tlie forges 
Fashioned iron bolt and bar^ 
Lake a warlock's midnight orgies 
Smoked and babbled the Uaok oaldroo 
With the boilinff tar. 



Did the warlocks mingle in it, 

Thorberg Shafting, any oorae ? 
Could yon not be gone a minnte 
Bat some mischief must be doing. 
Taming bad to worse ? 

*T was an ill wind that came wafting 

From his homestead words of woe ; 
To his farm went Thorberg Shafting, 
Oft repeating to his workmen, 
Boild ye thns and sow 

After long delays retoming 

Came the master back by night ; 
To his shipyard longing, yearning, 
Harried he, and did not leaire it 
Till the morning's light 

«« Come and see my ship, my dariing I ** 
On the morrow said the King; 

** Finished now from keel to earling ; 
Nerer yet was seen in Norway 
Soch a wondroos thing I ** 

In the ship-yard, idly talldng, 

At the ship the woi^men stared : 
Some one, all their labor balking. 
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Down her sides had out deep gashes, 
Not a plank was spared I 

^ Death be to the evil-doer I " 

With an oath King Okf spoke ; 

** But rewards to his porsoerl" 
And with wrath his face grew redder 
Than his scarlet cloak. 

Straight the master-builder, smiling. 
Answered thus the angry Eang : 
^ Cease blaspheming and reviling, 
Olaf, it was Thorberg Shafting 
Who has done this thing I ** 

Then he chipped and smoothed the planking, 
Till the King, delighted, swore. 

With mnch landing and much thanking, 
** Handsomer is now my Dragon 
Than she was before ! '* 

Seventy ells and four extended 
On the grass the vessel's keel; 

High above it, gilt and splendid. 

Boss the flgnre-head f erocions 
With its crest of steeL 

Then they laonched her from the ttessels, 

In the ship-yard bj the sea ; 
She was the grandest of all vessels. 
Never ship was boilt in Norway 

Half so fine as she I 
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The Long Seipent was she chiifltened, 

'Mid tlie roar of cheer on cheer 1 
They who to the Saga listened 
Hefl^ the name of Thorberg Skafting 
For a hnndred year I 



THE GBKW OF THB LOHO BEBFmT* 

Safe at anchor in Drontheim bay 
King OlaTs fleet assembled lay. 

And, striped with white and blue, 
Downward fluttered sail and banner, 
As alights the screaming lanner; 
Lostily cheered, in their wild manner. 

The Long Serpent's crew. 

Her forecastle man was Ulf the Bed ; 
Like a wolfs was his shaggy head. 

His teeth as large and white ; 
His beard, of gray and rosset blended. 
Bound as a swallow's nest desoended; 
As standard-bearer he defended 

Olaf s flag in the flg^t 

Near him Kollnom had his plaoe, 
Like the King in garb and face, 

So gallant and so hale ; 
Every cabin-boy and varlet 
Wondered at his doak of scarlet ; 
Like a riyer, frosen and starlit, 

Oleamed his coat of maiL 
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By the bulkhead, tall and dark, 
Stood Thrand Bame of Thelemark, 

A figora gaimt and grand ; 
On his haiiy ann imprinted 
Waa an anchor, acoie-tinted ; 
Like Thor's hammer, huge and dinted 

Waa hia brawny hand. 

Einar TamberakelTer, bare 
To the winds his golden hair. 

By the mainmaiit atood ; 
Graceful waa his fonn, and slender, 
And hia eyes were deep and tender 
As a woman's, in the splendor 

Of her maidenhood. 

In the f ore>hoId Biom and Bork 
Watched the sailors at their woik : 

Heavens! how they swore I 
Thirty men they each commanded, 
Iron««inewed, homy-handed. 
Shoulders broad, and chests ezpandedt 

Tugging at the oar. 

These, and many more like the s e , 
With King Olaf sailed the seas, 

Till the waters vast 
filled them with a yagne derodon, 
With the freedom and the motion, 
With the roU and roar of ocean 

And the sounding blast 

When they landed from the fleet, 

How they roared through Drontheim*s st r eet , 



90 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

Boisterons as the gale ! 
How they laog^ied and stamped and poanded. 
Till the tayem roof leeoimded, 
And the host looked on astounded 

As they drank the ale I 

Never saw the wild North Sea 
Such a gallant company 

Sail its biUowB blae I 
Never, while they cruised and quarrelled. 
Old EingGorm, or Blue-Tooth Harald, 
Owned a ship so well apparelled. 

Boasted such a crew I 



A UTTLB Bnu> JX THB AOL 

A little bird in the air 

Is singing of Thyri the fiur. 

The sister of Svend the Dane ; 

And the song of the garrulous bird 

In the streets of the town is heard. 

And repeated again and again« 

Hoist up your sails of silk. 

And flee away from each other. 

To King Burislaf , it is said. 
Was the beautiful Thyri wed. 

And a sorrowful bride went she ; 
And after a week and a day 
She has fled away and away 

From his town by the stormy 
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up your sails of sQk, 
And flee away from each other. 

They say^ that through heat and through oold. 
Through weald, they say, and through wold^ 

By day and by night, they say, 
She has fled ; and the gossips report 
She has eome to Eang Olaf s oourt, 
And the town is all in dismay. 
Hoist up your sails of silk. 
And flee away from each other. 

It is whispered King Olaf has seen. 
Has talked with the beautiful Queen ; 
And they wonder how it will end ; 
For surely, if here she remain. 
It is war with King Svend the Dane» 
And King Burislaf the Vend I 
Hoist up your sails of silk, 
And flee away from each other. 

Oh, greatest wonder of all I 

It is published in hamlet and hall. 

It roars like a flame that is fanned! 
The King— yes, Olaf the King- 
Has wedded her with his ring. 
And Thyri is Queen in the land I 
Hoist up your sails of silk. 
And flee away from each other. 
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XVL 
qunar thtu amd thx ajiokuoa njojo^ 

NorUiwaid over Diontheiiii, 
Flew the olamorons seapgalls, 
Sang tlie lark and linnet 
From the meadows green ; 



in her chamber, 
Lonelj and unhappy, 
Sat the Diottning Thyri, 
Sat King Olaf a Qneen. 

In at an the windows 
Streamed the pleasant snnahine^ 
On the roof abore her 
Softly cooed the dore ; 

But the sound she heard not, 
Nor the snnshine heeded. 
For the thoughts of Thyri 
Were not thoughts of lofo. 

Then King Okf entered. 
Beautiful as morning. 
Like the sun at Easter 
Shone his happy face ; 



In his hand he carried 
Angelicas upro ote d. 
With delicious fragrance 
Filling all the phMO. 
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Like a ndnj midnight 
Sat tlie Diottning Thyri, 
Even the smile of Olaf 
Could not cheer her gloom; 

Nor the stalks he gare her 
With a gracioos gestmre, 
And with words as pleasant 
As their own perfume. 

In her hands he placed them, 
And her jewelled fingers 
Through the green leaves glistened 
Like the dews of mom ; 

But she cast them from her, 
Haughty and indignant. 
On the floor she threw them 
With a look of scorn. 

^ Bicher presents,** said she, 
** Gare Kng Harald Gtormson 
To the Queen, my mother. 
Than such worthless weeds ; 

** When he ravaged Norway, 
Laying waste the kingdom. 
Seising scatt and treasure 
For her royal needs. 

^ But thou darest not Tentnre 
Through the Sound to Vendland, 
My domains to rescue 
From King Burislaf ; 
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^ Lest King Srend of Denmark, 
Forked Beaid, my brother, 
Scatter an thy yesBeli 
Ab the wind the chaff." 



Then np sprang Eang Olaf , 
Like a reindeer bounding. 
With an oath he answered 
Thus the Inckless Qneen : 

"^ Nerer yet did Okf 
Fear King Svend of Denmark ; 
Thia ri^t hand shall hale him 
By his forked chin I '* 

Then he left the chamber, 
Thundering through the doorway, 
Loud his steps resounded 
Down the outer stair. 

Smarting with the insult, 
Through the streets of Dnmtheim 
Strode he red and wrathful, 
With his stately air. 

AH his ships he gathered. 
Summoned all his forces, 
Making his war levy 
In the region roimd. 

Down the coast of Norway, 
Like a flock of seapgulls, 
Suled the fleet of Olaf 
Through the Danish Sound. 
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With his own hand fearless 
Steered he the Long Seipent» 
Strained the creaking cordage. 
Bent each boom and gaff ; 

Till in Yendland landing, 
The domains of Thyri 
He redeemed and rescued 
From King Borislaf. 

Then said Olaf , laogliing, 
** Not ten yoke of oxen 
Have the power to draw ns 
Like a w<»nan*s hair 1 



^ Now will I confess it» 
Better things are jewels 
Than ancelica stalks are 
For a qneen to wear/* 



xvn. 

smo STDin OF thb foasKD — ^**^ 

Loudly tho sulors cheered 
Svend of the Forked Beard, 
As with his fleet he steered 

Southward to Yendland ; 
Where with their courses hauled 
An were together caUed, 
Under the Isle of Svald 

Near to the m^itilmivl- 
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After Qaeen Ghmliild's death. 
So the old Saga aaith. 
Plighted King Svend his faith 

To Sigrid the Haughty ; 
And to ayenge his bride. 
Soothing her wounded pride, 
Oyer the waters wide 

Eang Olaf sought he. 

Still on her soomful &oe. 
Blushing with deep disgrace. 
Bore she the crimson trace 

Of Olaf s gauntlet ; 
Like a malignant star, 
Blazing in heaven a&r, 
Bed shone the angry scar 

Under her frontlet 

Oft to King Srend she spake, 
** For thine own honor's sake 
Shalt thou swift rengeance take 

On the vile coward I '* 
Until the King at last, 
Gusty and overcast, 
Like a tempestuous blast 
Threatened and lowered. 

Soon as the Spring appeared, 
Svend of the Forked Beard 
High his red standard reared, 

Eager for batde ; 
While eveiy warlike Dane, 
Seizing his arms again. 



THE SAGA OP KINO OLAF 97 

Left all unsown the grain. 
Unhoused the cattle. 

lakewise the Swedish King 
Snmmoned in haste a Thing, 
Weapons and men to bring 

In aid of Denmark; 
Blrio the Norseman, too, 
As the war-tidings flew. 
Sailed with a ehoeen crew 

From Lapland and Finmark. 

So upon Easter day 
Sailed the three kings away, 
Out of the sheltered bay, 

Li the bright season ; 
With them Earl Sigvald came, 
Eager for spoil and fame ; 
Pity that snch a name 

Stooped to such treason I 

Safe under Syald at last, 
Now were their anchors casti 
Safe from the sea and Uast, 

Pk>tted the three kings ; 
While, with a base intent. 
Southward Ektf 1 Sigvald went, 
On a foul errand bent» 

Unto the Searkings. 

Thence to hold on his course 
Unto King OkTs force, 
Lying within the hoarse 
Mouths of Stet-haven ; 
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Him to ensnare and bring 
Unto the Danish king. 
Who his dead oorae would fling 
Forth to the raven I 



XVIIL 

KVO OLAV AMD KABL BUHTAUK 

On the gray sea^ands 
KingOlaf stands, 
Northward and seaward 
He points with his hands. 

With eddy and whirl 
The seaptides onrl. 
Washing the sandals 
Of Sigrald the EarL 

The manners about, 
The ships swing abonfci 
The yards are all hoisted. 
The sdls flutter out 

The war-boms are played. 
The anchors are weighed. 
Like moths in the distance 
The sails flit and fade. 

The sea is like lead. 
The harbor lies dead. 
As a corse on the seaFsboie, 
Whose spirit has fled I 
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On that fBtal day, 
The hifltorieB aajt 
Seventy yesBeli 
Sailed oat of the hay. 

Bot soon Mattered wide 
0*er the hillows they ridoi 
While Sigvald and Olaf 
Sail aide fay side. 

Cried the Earl : ''Follow met 
I your pilot will be, 
For I know all the ohannelfl 
Where flows the deep sea I *' 

So into the strait 
Where his foes lie in wait| 
Gallant King Okf 
Sails to his fate I 

Then the sea>fog veils 
The ships and their sails ; 
Qoeen Sigrid the Hanghty, 
Thy Tongeance prevails I 



■mo OLAV'S WAB^ROaXS. 

•'Strike the sails!" King Olaf said ; 
** Never shall men of mine take flight ; 

Never away from battle I fled. 

Never away from my foes I 
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Let God dispose 
Of my life in the fight I " 

" Sonnd the honu I " nid Olaf the King ; 
And Boddenly through the drifting brome 
The blue of the honu began to ring, 
Like the terrible trumpet shook 

Of Begnarock, 
On the Day of Doom 1 

Loader and loader the warJioma aang 
Orer the level floor of the flood ; 
All the sails came down with a olaog. 
And there in the midst OTerbead 

The Ban hang red 
As a diop of blood. 

Drifting down on the Danish fleet 
Three together the ships were lashed. 
So that neither should tarn and retreat ; 
In the midst, bat in front of the rest, 

The bomished crest 
Of the Serpent flashed. 

King Olaf stood on the qaartSTLdeck, 
With bow of ash and arrows of oak. 
His gilded shield was without a flec^ 
His helmet inlaid with gold, ' 

And in many a fold 
Hong his crimson cloak. 

On the forecastle UU the Bed 
Watched the lashing of the ships ; 
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** If the Serpent lie ao iar ahead. 
We shall ha^e hard work of it here,'' 

Said he with a sneer 
On his bearded 



King Olaf laid an arrow on string, 
^ Have I a ooward on board ? *' said he. 
"« Shoot it another way, O EingI '' 

Sullenly answered Ulf, 
The old sea-wolf ; 
** Yon have need of me I '* 

In front came Svend, the King of the Danes, 
Sweeping down with his fifty rowers ; 
To the right, the Swedish king with his thanes ; 
And on board of the Iron Beard 

E^l Eric steered 
To the left with his oars. 



*^ These soft Danes and Swedes," said the Kbg, 
^ At home with their wives had better stay. 
Than come within reach of my Serpent's sting: 
Bot where Elric the Noneman leads 

Heroic deeds 
Will be done to-day ! '' 

Then as together the vessels crashed, 
Eric severed the cables of hide. 
With which King OUf *s ships were lashed. 
And left them to drive and drift 

With the currents swift 
Of the outward tide. 
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Louder the war-boms growl and anarl^ 
Sharper the dragons bite and stmg I 
Eric the son of Hakon Jarl 
A death-drink salt as the sea 

Pledges to thee, 
Obif theEingI 



It was Einar Tamberskelver 

Stood beside the mast ; 
From his yew-bow, tipped with silTer, 

Flew the arrows &st ; 
Aimed at Eric unavailing, 

As he sat ooncealed. 
Half behind the quarter>railing. 

Half behind his shield. 

First an arrow struck the tiller. 
Just above his head ; 
«« Sing, O Eyvind Skaldaspiller,*' 

Then Earl Eric said. 
^ Sing the song of Hakon dying. 
Sing his funeral wail ! " 
And another arrow flying 
Oraxed his coat of mail. 

Turning to a Lapland yeoman. 

As the arrow passed, 
Said Earl Eric, '' Shoot that bowman 

Standing by the mast*' 
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Sooner than the word was spoken 

Flew the yeoman's shaft ; 
Einar*s bow in twain was broken, 

Einar only langhed 

"^ What was that? ** said Olaf, standing 

On the quarter-deck. 
^ Something heard I like the stranding 
Of a shatteied wreck.*' 
Einar then, the arrow taking 
From the loosened string, 
Answered, ^ That was Norway breaking 
From thy hand, O King I " 

^ Thoo art bat a poor diviner," 

Straightway Olaf said ; 
**Take my bow, and swifter, Einar, 
Let thy shafts be sped.*' 
Of his bows the fiursst chonsing. 

Beached he from above; 
Einar saw the Uood-drops oosing 
ThroQg^ his iron g^ye. 



Bat the bow was thin and narrow ; 

At the first assay, 
0*er its head he drew the arrow, 

Flang the bow away ; 
Said, with hot and angry temper 

rlnshing in his cheek, 
^Olaf! f or so great a Kimper 

Are thy bows too weak ! '* 

Then, with smile of joy defiant 
On his beardless Up, 
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Scaled he, light and self-reliant, 

Eric's dragon-ship. 
Loose his golden locks were flowing. 

Bright his armor gleamed ; 
Like Saint Michael overthrowing 

Locifer he seemed. 



XXL 
anio olat's dbath-dkdik. 

An day has the hattle raged. 
All day have the ships engaged, 
But not yet b assuaged 
The vengeance of Eric the EaxL 

The decks with hlood are red. 
The arrows of death are sped. 
The ships are filled with the dead. 
And the spears the champions hnrL 

They drift as wrecks on the tide. 
The grappling-irons are plied. 
The boarders dimb np the side. 
The shoats are f eeUe and few. 

Ah I never shall Norway again 
See her sailors oome hack o*er the main ; 
They all lie woonded or slain, 
Or asleep in the billows blnel 

On the deck stands OUf the King, 
Aroond him whistle and sing 



THE SAGA OP KING OLAP 106 

The spean thmt the foemen fling. 
And the stones they hurl with their hands. 



In the midst of the stones snd the speus, 
Eolbiom, the marshali appears. 
His shield in the air he aprears, 
By the side of King Olaf he stands. 

Over the slippety wreck 
Of the Long Serpent's deck 
Sweeps Eric with hardly a check, 
His lips with anger axe pale ; 



He hews with his axe at the mast, 
Till it falls, with the sails overcast, 
Lake a snow-eovered pine in the vast 
Dim forests of Orkadale. 

Seeking King Olaf then. 
He mshes aft with his men. 
As a hunter into the den 
Of the bear, when he stands at bay. 

** Remember Jarl Hakon ! *' he cries ; 
When lo ! on his wondering eyes. 
Two kingly figures arise. 
Two Olafs in warlike arrayl 

Then Kolbiom speaks in the ear 
Of King Olaf a word of cheer, 
Li a whisper that none may hear, 
With a smile on his tremoloiis lip ; 
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Two shielib raised high in the air, 
Two flasheB of goldeii hair, 
Two scarlet meteors' gbtfe. 
And both have leaped from the ship. 

Earl Erie's men in the boats 
Seize Kolbiom's shield as it floatSi 
And ory, from their hairy throatSi 
""Seel itisOhif the King!" 

While far on the opposite side 
Floats another shield on the tide» 
Like a jewel set in the wide 
Sea^sorrent's eddying ring. 

There is told a wonderful tale, 
How the King stripped off his maal^ 
Like leaves of the brown sea-kale, 
As he swam beneath the main ; 

But the yoong grew old and gray, 
And never, by night or by day, 
In his kingdom of Norroway 
Was King Olaf seen again I 



ram huh or rxdabos. 

In the convent of Drontheim^ 
Alone in her chamber 
Knelt Astrid the Abbess, 
At midnight, adoring, 
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Beaeeohlng, entreating 
The Vinrin and Mother. 



She heard in the silence 
The voioe of one speaking. 
Without in the darkness. 
In gosts of the night-wind, 
Now louder, now nearer. 
Now lost in the distance. 

The voice of a stranger 
It seemed as she listened. 
Of some one who answered 
Beseeching, imploring, 
A cry from afar off 
She could not distinguish. 

The voice of Saint John, 
The beloved disciple. 
Who wandered and waited 
The Master's appearance. 
Alone in the darkness. 
Unsheltered and friendless, 

** It is accepted. 
The angry defiance. 
The challenge of battle I 
It is accepted. 
But not with the weapons 
Of war that thou wieldestl 

** Cross against corselet, 
Love against hatred. 
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PeaoeKvy for wamny I 
Patience is powerful ; 
He that o^eroometh 
Hath power o'er the national 

** As torrents in summer, 
Half dried in their channebi 
Suddenly rise, though the 
Sky is still cloudless, 
For rain has been idling 
Far off at their fountains ; 

** So hearts that axe fainting 
Grow full to overflowing. 
And they that behold it 
Marvel, and know not 
That God at their fountains 
Far off has been raining I 

** Stronger than steel 
Is the sword of the Spirit ; 
Swifter than arrows 
The light of the truth is, 
Greater than anger 
Is love, and subdueth 1 

^ Thou art a phantom, 
A shape of the sea-mist, 
A shape of the brumal 
Bain, and the darkness 
Fearful and formless ; 
Day dawns and thou art noti 
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^ The dawn is not distant, 
Nor is the night starlefls ; 
Love 18 eternal ! 
God 18 still (rod, and 
His faith shall not fail ns ; 
Christ is eternal I " 



INTEKLUDE. 

A STRADf of murie olosed the tale, 
A low, monotonous, funeral wail. 
That with its cadence, wild and sweet, 
Made the long Saga more complete. 

"^ Thank God,'* the Theologian said, 

^ The reign of violence is dead. 
Or dying surely from the world ; 
While Love triumphant reigns instead. 
And in a brighter sky o'erhead 
His blessed banners are unfurled* 
And most of all thank Grod for this : 
The war and waste of clashing creeds 
Now end in words, and not in deeds, 
And no one suffers loss, or Ueeds, 
For thoughts that men call heresies. 

^ I stand without here in the porch, 
I hear the bell's melodious din, 
I hear the organ peal within, 
I hear the prayer, with words that scorch 
Like sparks from an inverted torch, 
I hear the sermon upon sin. 
With threatenings of the last account 
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And all, translated in the air, 

Beach me but as onr dear Lord's Prayer, 

And as the Sermon on the Mount. 

'• Most it be Calvin, and not Christ ? 
Most it be Athanasian creeds, 
Or holy water, books, and beads ? 
Must struggling souls remain content 
With councils and decrees of Trent? 
And can it be enough for these 
The Christian Church the year embalms 
With evergreens and boughs of palms, 
And fills the air with litanies ? 



^ I know that yonder Pharisee 
Thanks Ood that he is not like me; 
In my humiliation dressed, 
I only stand and beat my breast, 
And pray for human charity. 

** Not to one church alone, but seven. 
The voice prophetic spake from heaven ; 
And unto each the promise came. 
Diversified, but still the same ; 
For him that overoometh are 
The new name written on the stone. 
The raiment white, the crown, the throne. 
And I will give him the Morning Star! 

^ Ah ! to how many Faith has been 
No evidence of things unseen. 
But a dim shadow, that recasts 
The creed of the Phantasiasts, 
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For whom no Man of Sorrows died, 
For whom the Tragedy Divine 
Was hut a symbol and a sign. 
And Christ a jAantom omoifled 1 

^ For others a diviner creed 
Is living in the life they lead. 
The passing of their bwntifiil feet 
Blesses the pavement of the streeti 
And all their looks and words repeat 
Old Fuller's saying, wise and sweet. 
Not as a vulture, but a dove. 
The Holy Ghost came from above. 

^ And this brings back to me a tale 
So sad tho hearer well may quul. 
And question if suoh things can be ; 
Yet in the chronicles of Spain 
Down the dark pages runs this stain. 
And naught can wash them white again. 
So fearful is the tragedy/' 



THE THEOLOGIAN*S TALE. 

TOBQUKMAOA. 

'*Nov«mlMr20, 1802. At w«k ob S tak edUd Tor^aoia^ 
for lb« Sudhmry Tales.** 

** DeeemlMr 6 [at aidnifte]. FUihad Torqwemadoy — a 
dioMl itorj at faairiBJi ; bat m tli main ponli hirtorio. 
Da Gaatek PiroCMlaaCw JfawifWrffla aasa 810.*' 

Ik the heroic days when Ferdinand 
And Isabella ruled the Spanish land. 
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And Toiqueiiiada, with his sabtle brain. 

Baled them, as Grand Inquisitor of Spain, 

In a great castle near Valladolid, 

Moated and high and by fair woodlands hid. 

There dwelt, as from the chronicles we learn. 

An old Hidalgo proud and taciturn. 

Whose name has perished, with his towers of 

stone, 
And all his actions sate this one alone ; 
This one, so terrible, perhaps 't were best 
If it, too, were forgotten with the rest ; 
Unless, perchance, our eyes can see therein 
The martyrdom triumphant o'er the sin ; 
A double picture, with its gloom and glow, 
The splendor overhead, the death below. 



sombre man counted each day as lost 
On which his feet no sacred threshold crossed ; 
And when he chanced the passing Host to meet, 
He knelt and prayed devoutly in the street ; 
Oft he confessed ; and with each mutinous thought. 
As with wild beasts at Ephesus, he fought. 
In deep contrition scourged himself in Lent, 
Walked in processions, with his head down bent. 
At plays of Corpus Christi oft was seen. 
And on Palm Sunday bore his bough of green. 
His sole diversion was to hunt the boar 
Through tangled thickets of the forest hoar, 
Or wiUi his jingling mules to hurry down 
To some grand bull*fight in the neighboring town. 
Or in the crowd with lighted taper stand. 
When Jews were burned, or banished from the 
hukL 



TORQUBMADA 118 

Then stured within him a tamnltaons joy ; 
The demon whose delight is to destroy 
Shook him, and shouted with a tmmpet tone, 
M Kill I kill I and let the Lord find out his own ! ** 



And now, in that old easde in the wood. 
His daughters, in the dawn of womanhood, 
Betoming from their convent school, had made 
Besplendent with their hloom the forest shade, 
Beminding him of their dead mother's fause. 
When first she came into that gloomy place, — 
A memory in his heart as dim and sweet 
As moonlight in a solitary street, 
Where the same rays, that lift the sea, are thrown 
Lovely hat powerless npon walls of stone. 
These two fair danghters of a mother dead 
Were all the dream had left him as it fled* 
A joy at first, and then a growing care, 
As if a voice within him cried, ^ Beware ! '* 
A vagne presentiment of impending doom. 
Like ghostly footsteps in a vacant room. 
Haunted him day and night ; a formless fear 
That death to some one of his house was near, 
With dark surmises of a hidden crime, 
Made life itself a death before its time. 
Jealous, suspicious, with no sense of shame, 
A spy upon his danghters he became ; 
With vcdvet slippers, noiseless on the floors, 
He glided softly through half-open doors ; 
Now in the room, and now upon the stair. 
He stood beside them ere they were aware ; 
He listened in the passage when they talked. 
He watched them from the casement when they 
walked. 
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He saw the gypqr haunt the riyer's ride, 

He 8SW the monk among the oork-tiees glide ; 

And, tortured by the mystexy and the doubt 

Of lome dark secret, past his finding out, 

Baffled he paused ; then reassured again 

Pursued the flying phantom of his brain. 

He watched them erea when they knelt in church ; 

And then, descending lower in his search. 

Questioned the servants, and with eager eyes 

Listened incredulous to their replies ; 

The gypsy ? none had seen her in the woodi 

The monk? a mendicant in search of foodi 

At length the awful revelation came, 
Crushing at once his pride of birth and name; 
The hopes his yearning bosom forward cast 
And the ancestral glories of the past, 
All fell together, crumbling in disgrace, 
A turret rent from battlement to base. 
His daughters talking in the dead of night 
In their own chamber, and without a light, 
Ldsiening, as he was wont, he overheard. 
And learned the dreadful secret, word by word ; 
And hurrying from his castle, with a cry 
He raised his hands to the unpitying sky. 
Repeating one dread word, till bush and tree 
Caught it, and shuddering answered, ** Heresy ! '* 

Wrapped in his cloak, his hat drawn o*er his fause. 
Now hurrying forward, now with lingering pace. 
He walked all night the alleys of his park. 
With one unseen companion in the dark. 
The Demon who within him lay in wait 
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And bj kit ]■««■» tnaed kk lofve to 
««Km: km: aMlkttkeLatdfiiido«ikii 



Upoodfte 

Wkilc yel die dew wm glistening oo the 

And all die woods wenmuaaal with birds. 

TkeoU Hidalgo, vtterhig fimfol vords, 

Walkad koBewnl with tke Priest, aad im kk 



SmamoBed kis tii^KliTig dangkten to tkeir i^xmu 
Wken qiwriimfd, with brief answen tbej rej Jied, 
Nor whea aecosed eraded or denied ; 



An ^t die knmaa keart mott f ean or Ceck, 
In vain die Priest widi camest TCiiee rmired ; 
111 vain die fither dnoaiened, wepc and prsfed; 
Until at lait ke nid» widi bao^brr mien, 
«« Tke Holy Ofioe, then, msst 



f ^ 



And nam Ike Grand Inqni^stor ol Spain* 
Widi aU die fifty kotsemen of kit train. 
His awfnl naae resouiMiing, like tLe Liait 
Of foneral tmspets, as ke onward p^m'-A, 
Came to VaDadc^ and tkere began 
To kany tke rick Jews with fire and baa. 
To kim tke Hidalgo went, and at tke gato 
Demanded andienee on affairt of state. 
And in a lecret ckamber flood before 
A 'Venerable grajbeard of f^^/ononrev 
Diesnd in tke kcxxi and habit of a friar ; 
Oat of kis eyes fiaih^d a er/nmming fire. 
And in kis kaad the mystic kom ke keld. 
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Wliioh poison and all noxioiu oharms diipftllftd. 

He heard in silenoe the Hidalgo's tale, 

Then answered in a Toioe that made him quail : 

^ Son of the Churoh I when Abraham of old 

To sacrifioe his only son was told. 

He did not paose to parley nor protest* 

But hastened to obey the Lord's behest* 

In him it was aooounted righteoosness ; 

The Holy Church expects of thee no less t ^ 

A saored frenzy sdied the father's brain. 
And Mercy from that hour implored in Tain. 
Ah I who will e'er believe the words I say? 
His daughters he accused, and the same day 
They both were cast into the dungeon's gloom. 
That dismal antechamber of the tomb, 
Arraigned, condemned, and sentenced to the flame, 
The secret torture and the public shame. 

Then to the Grrand Inquisitor once more 
The Hidalgo went more eager than before. 
And said : ^ When Abraham offered up his son. 
He dave the wood wherewith it might be done. 
By his erample taught, let me too bring 
Wood from the forest for my offeiingi " 
And the deep yoice, without a pause, replied : 
^ Son of the Church I by faith now justified. 
Complete thy sacrifice, eyen as thou wilt ; 
The Churoh absolves thy conscience from all 
gmltl" 



Then this most wretched father went his way 
Into the woods, that round his castle lay. 
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Where onoe his danghten in tfaeir duldhood played 
With their young mother in the aim and ahade* 
Now all the leayes had fallen ; the branches bare 
Made a perpetoal moaning in the air, 
And screaming from their eyries oyerhead 
The ravens sailed aihwart the sky of lead. 
With his own hands he lopped the boug^ and 

bound 
FagotSi that crackled with foreboding sound. 
And on his mules, caparisoned and gay 
With bells and tassels, sent them on their way. 

Tlien with his mind on one dark purpose bent. 

Again to the Inquisitor he went. 

And said : ^ Behold, the fagots I have brought. 

And now, lest my atonement be as naught. 

Grant me one more request, one last desire, •— 

With my own hand to light the funeral fire I " 

And Torqnemada answered from his seat, 

^ Son of the Church I Thine offering is complete ; 

Her serrants through all ages shall not cease 

To magnify thy deed. Depart in peace I '* 

Up^m the market-place, builded of stone 

The scaffold rose, whereon Death chumed hu own. 

At the four comers, in stem attitude. 

Four statues of the Hebrew Prophets stood. 

Casing with calm indifference in their eyes 

Upon this place of human sacrifice. 

Round which was gathering &8t the eager crowd. 

With clamor of voices dissonant and loud. 

And evety roof and window was alive 

With restless gaaers, swaraung like a 
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The ohixrch-bells tolled, the chant of nuMiks dxew 

near, 
Lond trumpets stammered forth their notes of fear, 
A line of torches smoked along the street, 
There was a stir, a rush, a tramp of feet. 
And, with its banners floating in the air. 
Slowly the long prooession crossed the square. 
And, to the statoes of the Prophets bound. 
The victims stood, with fagots piled around* 
Then all the air a blast of trumpets shook. 
And louder sang the monks with bell and book. 
And the Hidalgo, loftj, stem, and proud. 
Lifted his torch, and, bursting through the crowd. 
Lighted in haste the fagots, and then fled, 
Lttt those imploring eyes should strike him dead I 

O pitiless skies I why did your clouds retain 
For peasants' fields their floods of hoarded nun ? 
O pitiless earth I why open no abyss 
To bury in its chasm a crime like this ? 

That night, a mingled column of fire and smoke 
From the dark thickets of the forest broke. 
And, glaring o*er the landscape leagues away. 
Made all the fields and hamlets bright as day. 
Wrapped in a sheet of flame the castle Uaied, 
And as the villagers in terror gased. 
They saw the figure of that cruel knight 
Lean from a window in the turret's height. 
His ghastly face illumined with the glare. 
His hands upraised above his head in prayer. 
Till the floor sank beneath him, and he fell 
Down the Uack hollow of that burning welL 
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Some merry Night of Straparole, 
Or Machiavelli's Belphagor, 
Would cheer iu and delight us more, 
Give greater pleasure and less pain 
Than your grim tragedies of Spain 1 *' 

And here the Poet raised his hand, 
With such entreaty and command. 
It stopped discussion at its birth, 
And said : ^ The story I shall tell 
Has meaning in it, if not mirth ; 
Listen, and hear what once befell 
The merry birds of Eillingworih t ** 



THE POETS TALE. 

THB BIBDS QF KTTXTNQWOBTH 
PaUUed ia Th€ AOatUie IfoatUy, DMonbtf, ISSS. 

It was the season, when through all the land 
The merle and mavis build, and building sing 

Those lovely lyrics, written by His hand. 

Whom Saxon Caedmon calls the Blithe-heart 
King; 

When on the boughs the purple buds expand. 
The banners of the vanguard of the Spring, 

And rivulets, rejoicing, rush and leap, 

And wave their fluttering signals from the steep. 

The robin and the bluebird, piping loud, 
filled all the blossomiqg orchards with their 
glee; 
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The spanowB chirped as if they stiU were proud 
Their race in Holy Writ should mentioiied be ; 

And hnngry crows, assembled in a crowd. 
Clamored their piteous prayer incessantly. 

Knowing who hears the ravens cry, and said : 

^ Grive us, O Lord, this day, our daily bread I *' 



Across the Sound the birds of passage sailed. 
Speaking some unknown language strange and 
sweet 

Of tropic isle remote, and passing hailed 
The village with the cheers of all their fleet; 

Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed 
like foreign ssilors, landed in the street 

Of seaport town, and with outlandish noise 

Of oaths and gibberish frightening girls and boys. 



Thus came the jocund Spring in KiUingworth, 
In fabulous days, some hundred years ago ; 

And thrifty fiumers, as they tilled the earth. 
Heard with alarm the cawing of the crow, 

That mingled with the universal mirth, 
Cassandra-like, prognosticating woe ; 

They shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful 
words 

To swift destruction the whole race of 



And a town^neeting was convened straightway 
To set a price upon the guilty heads 

Of these marauders, whO| in lieu of pay. 
Levied black-mail upon the garden beds 

And cornfields, and beheld without dismay 
The awful scarecrow, with his fluttering shreds ; 



122 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

The skeleton that waited at their feast, 
Whereby their sinful pleasore was increased. 



Then from his house, a temple painted wl 
With fluted columns, and a roof of red« 

The Squire came forth, august and splendid sig^t ! 
Slowly descending, with majestic tread. 

Three flights of steps, nor looking left nor right, 
Down the long street he walked, as one who 
said, 

^ A town that boasts inhabitants like me 

Can have no lack of good society I ** 

The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere. 
The instinct of whose nature was to kill ; 

The wrath of God he preached from year to year, 
And read, with fervor, Edwards on the WiU ; 

His fayorite pastime was to slay the deer 
In Summer on some Adirondac hill ; 

E'en now, while walking down the rural lane, 

He lopped the wayside lilies with hu cane. 



From the Academy, whose belfry crowned 
The hill of Science with its vane of brass, 

Came the Preceptor, gazing idly round. 
Now at the douds, and now at the green grass, 

And all absorbed in reyeries profound 
Of fair Almira in the upper class, 

Who was, as in a sonnet he had said. 

As pure as water, and as good as bread. 



And next the Deacon issued from his door. 
In his voluminous neck-doth, white as snow ; 
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A suit of sable bombttnne he wore ; 

His form was pondeioiis, and his stop was slow ; 
There never was so wise a man before ; 

He seemed the inoamato ^^ Well, I told yon so I '* 
And to perpetuate his great renown 
There was a street named after him in town* 



These came together in the new town-hall. 
With sondxy farmers from the region ronndi 

The Squire presided, dignified and tall, 

His air impressive and his reasoning sound ; 

111 fared it with the birds, both great and smaU ; 
Hardly a friend in all that orowd they f oond. 

Bat enemies enongh, who every one 

Charged them with all the crimes beneath the 
son. 

When they had ended, from hu i>laoe apart 
Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wrong. 

And, trembling like a steed before the start. 
Looked round bewildered on the expectant 
throng; 

Then thought of fur Almira, and took heart 
To speak out what was in him, dear and strong. 

Alike regardless of their smile or frown. 

And quite determined not to be lau^^ied down* 

** Plato, anticipating the Heviewers, 

From his Bepnblio banished without pity 

The Poets ; in this little town of yours. 
Ton put to death, by means of a Gmmiittee, 

The ballad-amgers and the Troubadours, 
The street^nusioians of the heavenly dty. 
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The birds, who make sweet mosio for ns all 
In our dark hours, as David did for SanL 

«(The thrash that carols at ihe dawn of day 
From the green steeples of the piny wood; 

The oriole in the elm ; the noisy jay, 
Jargoning like a foreigner at his food ; 

The bluebird balanced on some topmost spray. 
Flooding with melody the neighborhood ; 

Linnet and meadow*lark, and all the throng 

That dwell in nests, and have the gift of s<mg. 



^ Ton slay them all I and wherefore ? for the gain 
Of a scant handful more or less of wheat, 

Or rye, or barley, or some other grain. 

Scratched up at random by industrious feet, 

Searching for worm or weevil after rain I 
Or a few cherries, that are not so sweet 

As are the songs these uninvited guests 

Sing at their feast with comfortable breasts. 

^ Do you ne'er think what wondrous beings these? 

Do yon ne'er think who made them, and irho 
taught 
The dialect they speak, where melodies 

Alone are the interpreteis of thought ? 
Whose household words are songs in many keys, 

Sweeter than instrument of man e'er cauj^t I 
Whose habitations in the tree-tops even 
Are half-way houses on the road to heaven ! 

^ Think, evety morning when the sun peeps 
through 
The dim, leaf-latticed windows of the grove. 
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How jubilant the bappy birds renew 
Their okU melodious madrigals of love I 

And when you think of this, remember too 
T is always morning scnnewhere, and above 

The awakening oontinents, from shore to shore, 

Somewhere the birds are singing evermore. 

** Think of your woods and orchards without 
birds I 

Of empty nests that oling to boughs and beams 
As in an idiot's brain remembered words 

Hang empty 'mid the cobwebs of his dreams I 
Will Ueat of flocks or bellowing of herds 

Make up for the lost music, when your teams 
Drag home the stingy harvest, and no more 
The feathered gleaners follow to your door? 

^ What I would you rather see the incessant stir 
Of insects in the windrows of the hay. 

And hear the locust and tiie grasshopper 
Their melancholy hurdy-gurdies play ? 

Is this more pleasant to you than the whir 
Of meadow-lark, and her sweet roundelay. 

Or twitter of little field-fares, as yon take 

Your nooning in the shade of bush and brake ? 

^ You call them thieves and pillagers ; but know. 
They are the winged wardens of your farms. 

Who ^m the cornfields drive the insidious foe. 
And from your harvests keep a hundred harms ; 

Even the blackest of them all, the crow. 
Benders good service as your man-at^ums, 

SOL 0( 
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Cmdang the beede in kit east of Bail, 
And oying kn^oe on the ting aad 



^Hofvean I tndi your diiUicn 

And merej to the weak, a^ 
For Life, wiiick, in ite wcaknea 

Is sdn a gieam of God*s omnipofeenee. 
Or Death, wUdi, Mewning daiki M fiw , is no lew 

Tke eplfinime light, ahhoogh averted kenee. 
When bj your laws, your actionfl, and jmiT npncrh. 
Too contradict die vety things I teach? ^ 

With this he ckised; and thiongh the andienee 
went 
A mnmnir, like the msde of dead leaves ; 
The fanners lang^ied and nodded, and some 
bent 
Their yellow heads together like thdr sheaves ; 
Men have no faith in fine^pon sentiment 

Who pat thdr trust in bullocks and in becTes. 
The birds were doomed; and, as the record 

shows, 
A bounty o&red for the heads of crows. 

There was another audience oat of reach, 
Who had no voice nor vote in making laws. 

Bat in the papers read his little speech. 

And crowned his modest temples witii applause ; 

They made him conscious, each one more than 

He still was victor, vanquished in their cause- 
Sweetest of aU the applause he won from thee, 
O fair Almira at the Academy I 
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And 80 the dreadful miwiirio b^aa; 

O'er fields mud onhards, and o'er wnodlind 



Tbe oeaaeleM fnsQlade of terror ran. 

Dead f eD the birds, with blood-stains on thdr 
breasts, 
Or wounded crept away from si^t of man. 

While the yoong died of famine in their 



A shnghter to be told in groans, not words, 
The very St. Bartholomew of Birds ! 

The Sommer came, and all the birds were dead ; 

The days were like hot ooals ; the very ground 
Was homed to ashes ; in the orchards fed 

Myriads of caterpillars, and aroond 
The cnltiTated fields and garden beds 

Hosts of devooring insects crawled, and found 
No foe to check their march, till they had made 
The land a desert withoat leaf or shade. 

D e vo ur ed by worms, like Herod, was the town. 
Because, like Herod, it had ruthlessly 

Slan^tered the Innocents. From the trees spun 
down 
The canker-worms upon the passers-by, 

Up<m each woman's bonnet, shawl, and gown. 
Who shook them off with just a little cry ; 

They were the terror of each fsYorite walk. 

The endless theme of all the village talk. 

The formers grew impatient, but a few 

Confessed their error, and would not complain. 
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For after all, tlie best thing one can do 

When it is raining, is to let it rain* 
Then they repealed the law, although they knew 

It would not call the dead to life again ; 
As sohool-boys, finding their mistake too late. 
Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate. 

That year in Eillingworth the Autumn came 
Without the light of hu majestic look. 

The wonder of the idling tongues of flame. 
The illumined pages of his Doom VDay book. 

A few lost leaves blushed crimson with thmr 
shame. 
And drowned themsdves despairing in the brook, 

While the wild wind went moaning everywhere, 

T.«^nflnring the dead children of the air I 

But the next Spring a stranger sight was seen, 
A sight that never yet by bard was sung. 

As great a wonder as it would have been 
If some dumb animal had found a tongue ! 

A wagon, overarched with evergreen. 

Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung, 

All full of singing birds, came down the street. 

Filling the air with music wild and sweet 

From all the o ouniry round these birds were 
brought, 

By order of the town, with anxious quest, 
And, loosened from their wicker prisons, sought 

In woods and fields the places they loved best, 
Singing loud canticles, which many thought 

Were satires to the authorities addressed. 
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l^f^ H^ oihdn, listening in g r oo n lanes, ftToned 
Sooli lovely miudo never had been heard I 

Bat blither still and loader carolled they 
UfMrn the morrow, for they seemed to know 

It was the £air Almira's wedding-day. 
And everywhere, aroand, above, below. 

When the Preceptor bore his bride away. 
Their songs barst forth in joyoos overflow, 

And a new heaven bent over a new earth 

Amid the sonny farms of Killingworth. 

FINALE. 

The hoar was late ; the fire bamed low. 
The Landlord's eyes were closed in sleep, 
And near the story's end a deep 
Sanoroas soand at times was heard. 
As when the distant bagpipes blow. 
At this all la n ghed ; the Landlord stirred. 
As one awaking from a swoand. 
And, ganng anxiously aroand. 
Protested that he had not slept, 
Bat only shnt his eyes, and kept 
His ears attentive to each word. 

Then all arose, and said ""Good Night'' 
Alone remained the drowsy Sqnire 
To rake the embers of the fire. 
And qnench the waning parlor light ; 
While from the windows, here and there. 
The scattered lamps a moment gleamed. 
And the ninminAil ho rt el seemed 
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The oonstellafcion of the Bear, 
Downward, athwart the mUty air. 
Sinking and setting toward the son. 
Far off the village dock atmok one. 



^ 



PART SECOND 

PRELUDE. 

A COLD, nninterrapted rain, 

Tliat waahed each soatfaeni wmdow-panOi 

And made a river of the road ; 

A sea of mist that overflowed 

The house, the bams, the gilded vane. 

And drowned the npbmd and the plain. 

Through which the oak-trees, broad and hi^ 

Like phantom ships went drifting by ; 

And, hidden behind a watery screen, 

The son nnseen, or only seen 

As a &int pallor in the sky ; — 

Thns cold and colorless and gray. 

The mom of that antomnal day. 

As if rehictant to begin. 

Dawned on the nlent Sudbury Inn, 

And all the guests that in it lay. 

Full late they slept. They did not hear 
The challenge of Sir Chanticleer, 
Who on the empty threshing-floor. 
Disdainful of the rain outside. 
Was strutting with a martial stride. 
As if upon his thigh he wore 
The famous broadsword of the Squire, 
And said, ^ Behold me, and admire I '* 
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Only the Poet seemed to hear, 

In drowse or dream, more near and near 

Across the border-land of sleep 

The blowing of a blithesome horn. 

That laughed the dismal day to soom ; 

A splash of hoofs and rash of wheels 

Through sand and mire like stranding keels, 

As from the road with sadden sweep 

The Mail drove np the little steep. 

And stopped beside the tavern door; 

A moment stopped, and then again 

With crack of whip and bark of dog 

Flanged forward through the sea of fog, 

And all was silent as before, — 

All silent save the dripping rain. 

Then one by one the guests came down. 
And greeted with a smile the Squire, 
Who sat before the parlor fire, 
Reading the paper fresh from town* 
first the Sicilian, like a bird. 
Before his form appeared, was heard 
Whistling and singing down the stair ; 
Then came the Student, with a look 
As pladd as a meadow*brook ; 
The Theologian, stiU perplexed 
With thoughts of this world and the nert ; 
The Poet then, as one who seems 
Walking in visions and in dreams ; 
Then the Musician, like a bar 
Hyperion from whose golden hair 
The radiance of the morning streams ; 
And last the aromatic Jew 
Of Alioant, who, as he threw 



i 



PRELUDE 188 

The door wide open^ on the air 
Breathed round about him a perfume 
Of damaak roeesin foUhbom, 
Making a garden of the room. 

The breakfast ended, each pursued 
The promptings of his various mood ; 
Beside the fire in silence smoked 
The taciturn, impassive Jew, 
Lost in a pleasant reveiy; 
While, bj his gravity provoked. 
His portrait the Sicilian drew. 
And wrote beneath it ''Ediehi, 
At the Bed Horse in Sudbury/' 

By far the busiest of them all, 

The Theologian in the hall 

Was feeding robins in a cage, — 

Two corpulent and lasy birds, 

Vagrants and pilferers at best. 

If one might trust the hostler's words, 

Chief instrument of their arrest ; 

Two poets of the Golden Age, 

Heirs of a boundless heritage 

Of fields and orchards, east and westi 

And sunshine of long summer days. 

Though outlawed now and dispossessed! — 

Such was the Theologian's phrase. 

Meanwhile the Student held discourse 
With the Musician, on the source 
Of aU the legendary lore 
Among the nations, scattered wide 
Like silt and seaweed by the force 



184 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

Axid flnotnation of the tide ; 

The tale repeated o'er and o'er, 

With change of place and change of name, 

DiBgoifled, transformed, and yet the same 

We 'ye heard a hondred times before. 

The Poet at the window mnsed, 
And saw, as in a dream confused. 
The countenance of the Sun, discrowned. 
And haggard with a pale despair, 
And saw the dond-rack trail and drift 
Before it, and the trees uplift 
Their leafless branches, and the air 
Filled with the arrows of the rain. 
And heard amid the mist below. 
Like Toioes of distress and pain. 
That haunt the thoughts of men insane, 
The fateful cawings of the crow. 



Then down the road, with mud besprent, 
And drenched with rain from head to hoof. 
The rain-drops dripping from his mane 
And tail as horn a pent-house root, 
A jaded horse, his head down bent, 
Passed sbwly, limping as he went 

The young Sicilian — who had grown 
Impatient longer to abide 
A prisoner, g^reatly mortified 
To see completely overthrown 
His plans for angling in the brook. 
And, leaning o'er the bridge of stone, 
To watch the speckled trout glide by. 
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And floftt throngh the inverted sky, 
Still roand and round the baited hook — 
Now paoed the room with rapid stride, 
And, pannng at the Poet's ride, 
Looked forth, and saw the wretched steed, 
And said : ^ Alas for human greed. 
That with oold hand and stcmy eye 
Thos turns an old friend oat to die. 
Or beg his food from gate to gate I 
This brings a tale into my mind. 
Which, if yon are not disinclined 
To listen, I will now rehte." 



All gave assent ; all wished to hear, 
Not without many a jest and jeer. 
The stoiy of a spavined steed ; 
And even the Student with the rest 
Put in his pleasant little jest 
Out of Malherbe, that Pegasus 
Is but a horse that with all speed 
Bears poets to the hospital ; 
While the Sicilian, self-possessed. 
After a moment's interval 
Began his simple story thus. 

THE SICILIAN'S TALE. 

TBS BKLL OF ATRI. 

**JumMj 81, 1870. 1m th« «miar htgam ^tibarf fai 
3V BiU 0/ iimMor A Moond dftj of 71i WagtUU Imm,'* 

At Atri in Abruno, a small town 

Of ancient Roman date, but scant renown. 
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One of thoee little places that have run 

Half up the hill, beneath a blaang sun. 

And then sat down to rest, as if to say, 

^ I cUmb no farther upward, come what may," — 

The Be Giovanni, now unknown to fame. 

So many monarchs since have borne the name, 

Had a great bell hung in the market-place. 

Beneath a roof, projecting some small space 

By way of shelter from the sun and rain. 

Then rode he through the streets with all his train. 

And, with the blast of trumpets loud and long. 

Made proclamation, that whenever wrong 

Was done to any man, he should but ring 

The great bell in the square, and he, the King, 

Would cause the Syndic to decide thereon. 

Such was the proclamation of King John. 

How swift the happy days in Atri sped. 
What wrongs were righted, need not here be sud. 
Suffice it that, as all things must decay. 
The hempen rope at length was worn away. 
Unravelled at the end, and, strand by strand. 
Loosened and wasted in the ringer*s hand. 
Till one, who noted this in passing by. 
Mended the rope with braids of briony. 
So that the leaves and tendrils of the vine 
Hung like a votive garland at a shrine. 

By chance it happened that in Atri dwelt 
A knight, with spur on heel and sword in belt, 
Who loved to hunt the wild-boar in the woods. 
Who loved his falcons with their crimson hoods, 
Who loved his hounds and horses, and aU sports 
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And prodigilities of oampe and ooarto ; — 
Loved, or had loved them ; for at kst, grown old^ 
His only paaaion was the love of gold. 

He sold his horses, sold his hawks and hoonds, 
Rented his vineyards and his garden-gronnds. 
Kepi bat one steed, his favorite steed of all. 
To starve and shiver in a naked stall. 
And day by day sat brooding in his chair. 
Devising plans how best to hoard and spare. 

At length he said : ^* What is the ose or need 
To keep at my own cost this lasy steed. 
Eating his head off in my stables here, 
When rents are low and provender is dear? 
Let him go feed upon the paUio ways ; 
I want him only for the holidays." 
So the old steed was tomed into the heat 
Of the long, lonely, silent, shadeless street ; 
And wandered in sabarban lanes forlorn. 
Barked at by dogs, and torn by brier and thorn. 

One afternoon, as in that sultry dime 

It is the oustom in the summer time, 

With bolted doors and window-shatters dosed. 

The inhabitants of Atri slept or dosed ; 

When suddenly upon their senses fell 

The loud alarm of the accusing bell I 

The Syndic started from his deep repose, 

Turned on his conch, and listened, and then rose 

And donned his robes, and with reluctant pace 

Went panting forth into the market-place. 

Where the great bell upon its cross*beam swung. 
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Beiterstuig with penirtent tongue, 
In half-artionlate jargon, the old song : 
^Some one hath done a wrong, hath done 
wrong I " 

But ere he reached the belfry's light aroade 
He saw, or thought he saw, beneath its shade, 
No shape of human form of woman bom. 
But a poor steed dejected and forlorn. 
Who with uplifted head and eager eye 
Was tugging at the vines of briony, 
^ Domeneddio I *' cried the Syndic straight, 
"« This is the Knight of Atri's steed of state! 
He calk for justice, being sore distressed. 
And pleads his cause as loudly as the best" 



Meanwhile from street and lane a noisy crowd 

Had rolled together like a summer dond. 

And told the story of the wretched beast 

In fiveNand4wenty different ways at least, 

With much gesticulation and appeal 

To heathen gods, in their exceesiye leaL 

The Knight was caUed and questioned ; in reply 

Did not confess the fact, did not deny ; 

Treated the matter as a pleasant jest, 

And set at naught the Syndic and the rest, 

Maintaining, in an angiy undertone. 

That he should do what pleased him with his own. 

And thereupon the Syndic gravely read 
The proclamation of the King ; then said : 
** Pride goeth forth on horseback grand and gay. 
But Cometh back on foot, and begs its way ; 
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Fame is the fragrance of heroic deeds, 
Of flowers of duvaliy and not of weeds I 
These are familiar proverbs ; hut I fear 
They never yet have reached your knightly ear. 
What hit renown, what honor, what repute 
Can come to you from starving this poor brute? 
He who serves well and speaks not, merits more 
Than they who clamor loudest at the door. 
Therefore the law decrees that as this steed 
Served you in youth, henceforth you shall take 

heed 
To comfort his old age, and to provide 
Shelter in stall, and food and field beside." 



The Knight withdrew abashed ; the people all 
Led home the steed in triumph to his stalL 
The King heard and approved, and laughed in glee, 
And cried aloud : ^ Right well it pleaseth me I 
Church-bells at best but ring us to the door ; 
But go not in to mass ; my bell doth more : 
It cometh into court and pleads the cause 
Of creatures dumb and unknown to the laws ; 
And this shall make, in every Christian dime, 
The Bell of Atri fiimous for all time.** 



INTERLUDE. 

** Yes, well your story pleads the cause 
Of those dumb mouths that have no speech. 
Only a cry from each to each 
In its own kind, with its own laws ; 
Something that is beyond the reach 
Of human power to learn or teach, — 
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An inarticDlate moan of pain. 
Like the immeasurable main 
Breaking upon an unknown beaoL'' 

Thna spake the Poet with a sigh ; 
Then added, with impassioned cry, 
As one who f eek the words he speaks, 
The color flushing in his cheeks. 
The f error burning in his eye : 
M Among the noblest in the land. 
Though he may count himself the least, 
Tliat man I honor and leTcre 
Who without favor, without fear. 
In the great city dares to stand 
The friend of every friendless beast. 
And tames with his unflinching hand 
The brutes that wear our form and faoe, 
The were-wolves of the human race I " 
Then paused, and waited with a frown. 
Like some old champion of romance, 
Who, having thrown his gauntlet down. 
Expectant leans upon his lance ; 
But neither Knight nor Squire is found 
To raise the gauntlet from the ground. 
And tiy with him the battle's chance. 

^ Wake from your dreams, O Edrehi t 
Or dreaming speak to us, and make 
A feint of being half awake. 
And tell us what your dreams may be. 
Out of the hasy atmosphere 
Of cloud-land deign to reappear 
Among us in this Waynde Inn ; 



KAMBALU 141 

TeU us whBk yiBions and wbat aoenes 

nimninato the dark ravines 

In which yon grope your way. Begin I " 

Thns the Sicilian spake. The Jew 
Made no reply, but only smiled. 
As men nnto a wayward child. 
Not knowing what to answer, do. 
As from a cavern's month, overgrown 
With moss and intertangled vines, 
A streamlet leaps into the light 
And mnrmnrs over root and stone 
In a melodious undertone ; 
Or as amid the noonday night 
Of sombre and wind-haonted pines 
There rans a soond as of the sea ; 
So from his bearded lips there oama 
A melody without a name, 
A song, a tale, a histoiy. 
Or whatsoever it may be. 
Writ and recorded in these lines. 



THE SPANISH JEW'S TALE. 

KAMBAI.U. 
20, 1851. FbUMd F«brMff7 U» 186i 



Into the dty of Kambalu, 
By the road that leadeth to Ispahan, 
At the head of his dusty caravan. 
Laden with treasure from realms afar, 
Baldaoca and Kelat and Kandahar, 
Bode the great captain Alan. 
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The Khan from his palaoe-window gased. 
And BEw in the thronging street beneath. 
In the light of the setting sun, that blazed 
Through the donds of dost by the caravan raised. 
The flash of harness and jewelled sheath. 
And the shining scimitars of the guard. 
And the weary camels that bared their teeth. 
As they passed and passed through the gates un- 
barred 
Into the shade of the palaoe-yard. 

Thus into the city of Kambalu 

Bode the great captain Alau ; 

And he stood before the Khan, and said : 

^ The enemies of my lord are dead ; 

All the Ealifs of all the West 

Bow and obey thy least behest ; 

The plains are dark with the mulberfy-trees. 

The weavers are busy in Samareand, 

The miners are sifting the golden sand, 

The divers plunging for peark in the seas, 

And peace and plenty are in the land. 

^ Baldacca^B Ealif , and he alone, 

Bose in revolt against thy throne : 

His treasures are at thy palace-door, 

With the swords and die shawls and the jewels he 

wore; 
His body is dust o'er the desert blown. 

^ A mile outside of Baldaoca's gate 
I left my forces to lie in wait, 
Concealed by forests and hillocks of sand. 



KAMBALU 148 

And f onraid dashed with a handfal of men. 

To lore the old tiger from his den 

Into the ambosh I had planned* 

Ere we reaohod the town the alann was spread, 

For we heard the sound of gongs from within ; 

And with dash of cymbals and warlike din 

The gates swung wide ; and we tamed and fled ; 

And the garrison sallied forth and porsaed. 

With the gray old Kalif at their head. 

And above them the banner of Mohammed : 

So we snared them all, and the town was snbdned. 

^ As in at the gate we rode, behold, 

A tower that is called the Tower of Gold I 

For there the Kalif had hidden his wealth. 

Heaped and hoarded and piled on high. 

Like sacks of wheat in a granaiy ; 

And thither the miser crept by stealth 

To feel of the gold that gave him health. 

And to gaie and gloat with his hnngty ejre 

On jewels that gleamed like a glow-worm's sparic. 

Or the eyes of a panther in the dark. 

""Isaid to the Kalif: 'Thoaartold, 

Thon hast no need of so mnch gold. 

Thoa shonldst not have heqwd and hidden it here, 

Till the breath of battle was hot and near. 

Bat have sown thxoogh the land these useless 

hoardi 
To spring into shining Uades of swords, 
And keep thine honor sweet and dear. 
These grains of gold are not grains of wheat ; 
These bars of silver thou canst not eat ; 
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These jewels and pearls and preoioos stones 
Cannot cure the aches in thy bones, 
Nor keep the feet of Death one hour 
From climbing the stairways of thy tower ! ' 

^ Then into his dungeon I locked the drone» 
And left him to feed there all alone 
In the honey-oeUs of his golden hive ; 
Never a prayer, nor a cry, nor a groan 
Was heard from those massive walls of stone, 
Nor again was the Ealif seen alivel 

** When at last we nnlooked the door. 

We found him dead npon the floor ; 

The rings had dropped from his withered hands, 

His teeth were like bones in the desert sands : 

Still clutching his treasnre he had died ; 

And as he lay there, he appeared 

A statne of gold with a silver beard. 

His arms outstretched as if crucified.** 



is the story, strange and true. 
That the great captain Alan 
Told to his brother the Tartar Khan, 
When he rode that day into Eambalu 
By the road that leadeth to Ispahan. 

INTEBLUDE. 

^ I THOUGHT before your tale began,** 
The Student murmured, ^ we should have 
Some legend written by Judah Bav 
In his (}emara of Babylon ; 
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Or aomething from the Onlistan, ^ 
The tale of the Casy of Hamadan, 
Or of that King of Khorasan 
Who iaw in dreams the eyes of one 
That had a hondred years been dead 
Still moring restless in hi« head^ 
Undinuned, and rieaming with the lust 
Of power, thon^ all the rest was dost 



**BatIo! yoor glittering carayan 
On the road that leadeth to Ispahan 
Hath led us farther to the East 
Into the regions of Cathay. 
Spite of your Elalif and his gold. 
Pleasant has been the tale yoa toU, 
And full of oolor ; that at least 
No one will question or gainsay. 
And yet on such a dismal day 
We need a merrier tale to dear 
The dark and heavy atmosphere. 
So listen, Lordlings, while I tell. 
Without a preface, what befell 
A simple cobbler, in the year— > 
No matter ; it was long ago ; 
And that is all we need to know.** 



THE STUDENTS TALE. 

THE COBBLXB OF HAQSNAU. 

I TRUST that somewhere and somehow 
You all have heard of Hagenan, 
A quiet, quaint, and ancient town 
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Among the green Aliatian hilk, 
A place of Talleys, streams, and mills, 
Where Barbarossa's castle, brown 
With rust of centuries, still looks down 
On the broad, drowsy land below, — 
On shadowy forests filled with game, 
And the bine river winding slow 
Through meadows, where the hedges grow 
That give this little town its name. 

It happened in the good old times. 
While yet the Master-singers filled 
The noisy workshop and the gnild 
With Tarioos melodies and rhymes, 
That here in Hagenan there dwelt 
A cobbler, — one who loved debate. 
And, aigoing from a postulate. 
Would say what others only felt ; 
A man of forecast and of thrift, 
And of a shrewd and careful mind 
In this world's business, bat inclined 
Somewhat to let the next world 



Hans Sachs with vast delight he read. 
And B^;enbogen*s riiymes of love. 
For their poetic fame had spread 
Even to the town of Hagenao ; 
And some Quick Melody of the Plough, 
Or Doable Harmony of the Dove 
Was always running in his head. 
He kept, moreover, at his side. 
Among his leathers and his tools, 
Beynard the Fox, the Ship of Fools, 
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Or Eulenspiq^el, open wide ; 

With these he was mnoh edified : 

He thought them wiaer than the Schoob. 



His good wife, foil of godly fear. 

Liked not these worldly themes to hear; 

The Psalter was her book of songs ; 

The only mnsio to her ear 

Was that which to the Choroh belongs, 

When the fend choir on Sunday nh^nt^^ 

And the two angels carved in wood. 

That by the windy organ stood. 

Blew on their trumpets loud and dear. 

And all the echoes, far and near, 

CUbbered as if the church were haunted* 

Outside his door, one afternoon. 
This hnmbk Totaiy of the muse 
Sat in the narrow strip of shade 
By a projecting cornice made, 
Mendhig the Burgomaster's shoes, 
And singing a familiar tune ; — 

^ Our ingress into the world 

Was naked and bare ; 
Our progres s through the world 

Is trouble and care ; 
Our egress from the world 

Will be nobody knows where : 
But if we do well here 

We shall do well there ; 
And I could tell yon no more. 

Should I preach a whole year I ** 
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Thus sang the cobbler at his woik; 
And with his gestures marked the timey 
Closing together with a jerk 
Of his waxed thread the stitoh and rhyme. 



Meanwhile his quiet little dame 

Was leaning o'er the window-sill. 

Eager, excited, but mouse-still. 

Gazing impatiently to see 

What the great throng of folk might be 

That onward in procession came, 

Along the unfrequented street, 

With horns that blew, and drums that beat, 

And banners flying, and the flame 

Of tapers, and, at times, the sweet 

Voices of nons; and as they sang 

Suddenly all the church-bells rang. 

In a gay coach, above the crowd. 
There sat a monk in ample hood. 
Who with his right hand held aloft 
A red and ponderous cross of wood. 
To which at times he meekly bowed. 
In front three horsemen rode, and oft, 
With voice and air importunate, 
A boisterous herald cried aloud : 
^ The grace of Grod is at your gate I ** 
So onward to the church they passed. 

The cobbler slowly turned his last, 
And, wagging his sagacious head. 
Unto his kneeling housewife said : 
"^ rr is the monk TetieL I have heard 
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The cawings of that leTerend faiid» 
Don't let him cheat you of your gold; 
Indnlgenoe is not bought and sold.'' 

The church of Hagenan, that night, 
Was full of people, full of light ; 
An odor of incense filled the air. 
The priest intoned, the oq;an groaned 
Its inarticulate despair ; 
The candles on the altar bland. 
And full in front of it upraised 
The red cross stood against the glare. 
Below, upon the altar-rail 
Indulgences were set to sale. 
Like ballads at a coontiy fair. 
A heavy strong-box, iron-bonnd 
And carved with many a quaint derioe, 
Beceiyed, with a melodious sound, 
Thecoin that purchased Paradise. 

Then from the pulpit overhead, 

Tetael the monk, with fiety glow, 

Thondered upon the crowd below. 
** Good people all, draw near ! ** he said ; 
^ Purchase these letters, signed and sealed. 

By which all sins, though unrevealed 

And unrepented, are forgiven ! 

Count but the gain, count not the loss ! 

Your gold and silver are but dross, 

And yet they pave the way to heaven. 

I hear your mothers and your sires 

Cry from their purgatorial fires, 

And will ye not their ransom pay ? 
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aenadeaa people ! when the gate 
Of heaven is open, will ye wait? 
Will ye not enter in to-day 7 
To^nonow it will be too late ; 

1 shall be gone upon my way. 

Make haste 1 bring money while ye may I " 



The women ahnddered, and turned pale ; 

Allured by hope or driyen by fear. 

With many a sob and many a tear, 

All crowded to the altar-ndL 

Pieces of silver and of gold 

Into the tinkling strong-box fell 

Like pebbles dropped into a well; 

And soon the ballads were all sold. 

The cobbler's wife among the rest 

Slipped into the capacious chest 

A golden florin ; then withdrew. 

Hiding the paper in her breast ; 

And homeward through the darkness went 

Comforted, quieted, content ; 

She did not walk, she rather flew, 

A dove that settles to her nest, 

When some appalling bird of prey 

That scared her has been driven away. 

The days went by, the monk was gone, 
The summer passed, the winter came ; 
Though seasons changed, yet still the same 
The daily round of life went on ; 
The daOy round of household care. 
The narrow life of toil and prayer. 
Bat in her heart the oobUer's dame 
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Had now a treasure beyond prioet 

A lecret joy without a name. 

The eertiinty of ParadtBe. 

Alas, alas I Dost onto dust ! 

Before tlie winter wore away. 

Her body in the churchyard lay. 

Her patient soul was with the Just t 

After her death, among the things 

That even the poor preserve with care, — 

Some little trinkets and cheap rings, 

A locket with her mother's hair. 

Her wedding gown, the faded flowers 

She wore upon her wedding day, — 

Among these memories of past hours, 

That so much of the heart reveal. 

Carefully kept and put away. 

The Letter of Indulgence lay 

Folded, with signature and seaL 

Meanwhile the Priest, aggrieved and pained, 

Waited and wondered that no word 

Of mass or requiem he heard. 

As by the Holy Church ordained : 

Then to the Magistrate complained. 

That as this woman had been dead 

A week or more, and no mass said. 

It was rank heresy, or at least 

Contempt of Church ; thus said the Priest ; 

And straight the cobbler was arraigned. 



He came, confiding in his cause, 
Bat rather doubtful of the Uws. 
The Justice from his elbow-chair 



152 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

Graye him a look that seemed to say : 

** Thoa standest before a Magistrate, 
Therefore do not preYarioate I " 
Then asked him in a business way. 
Kindly but cold : ''Is thy wife dead?'' 
The cobbler meekly bowed his head ; 

^ She is,*' came straggling from his throat 
Scarce aadibly. The Justice wrote 
The words down in a book, and then 
G>ntinaed, as he raised his pen ; 

^ She is ; and hath a mass been said 
For the salvation of her sonl ? 
Come, speak the tmthl confess the whole I ** 
The cobbler without pause replied : 

*^ Of mass or prayer there was no need ; 
For at the moment when she died 
Her soul was with the glorified I '* 
And from his pocket with all speed 
He drew the priestly tide-deed. 
And prayed the Justice he would readi 

The Justice read, amused, amaaed ; 
And as he read his mirth increased ; 
At times his shaggy brows he raised. 
Now wondering at the cobbler gaaed. 
Now archly at the angry Priest 
MfVom all excesses, sins, and crimes 
Thou hast committed in past times 
Thee I absolve I And furthermore, 
Purified from all earthly taints. 
To the oommunion of the Saints 
And to the sacraments restore I 
An stains of weakness, and all trace 
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Of ahaiiie and oensore I efface ; 
Bemit the pains thoa ahouldst endnie. 
And make thee innocent and pnie, 
So that in dying, onto thee 
The gates of heaven shall open be I 
Thoogh long thoa livest, yet this grace 
Until the moment of thy death 
Unchangeable continaeth ! '' 



Then said he to the Priest : ""Ifind 
This docoment is dnly signed 
Brother John Tetael, his own hand. 
At all tribonals in the land 
In eyidence it may be used; 
Therefore aoqoitted is the acoosed*** 
Then to the cobUer turned : ^ My friend. 
Pray tell me, didst thou erer read 
Beynaid the Fox?"* — «" Oh yes, indeedl '^-^ 
Mlthoogfatso. Don't foiget the end.** 



UTTERLUDE. 

^ What was the end ? I am ashamed 
Not to remember Beynard*s fate ; 
I have not read the bode of late ; 
Was he not hanged?** the Poet said. 
The Stodent gravely shook his head. 
And answered: ^ Yoa exaggerate. 
There was a toomament proclaimed, 
And Reynard fought with Isegrim 
The Wolf, and having vanqoished him. 
Rose to high honor in the State, 
And Keeper of the Scab was named I ** 
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At thifl the gay Sidlian laaghed : 
<' Fight Sxe with fire, and craft with craft ; 

Successful cunning seems to be 

The moral of your tale,'' said he. 
^ Mine had a better, and the Jew's 

Had none at all, that I could see; 

His aim was only to amuse.'* 

Meanwhile from out its ebon case 
His violin the Minstrel drew. 
And haying tuned its strings anew, 
Now held it dose in his embrace. 
And poising in his outstretched hand 
The bow, like a magician's wand. 
He paused, and said* with beaminir face : 
^ Last night my story was too long ; 
To-day I give you but a song. 
An old tradition of the North ; 
But first, to put you in the mood, 
I will a little while prelude, 
And from this instrument draw forth 
Something by way of oyerture." 

He played ; at first the tones were pure 

And tender as a summer night, 

The full moon climbing to her height. 

The sob and ripple of the seas. 

The flapping of an idle sail ; 

And then by sudden and sharp degrees 

The multiplied, wild harmonies 

Freshened and burst into a gale ; 

A tempest howling through the dark, 

A crash as of scHne shipwrecked baric, 

A loud and mehmohidly waiL 
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Snoh was the prehkle to the tale 
Told by the Minstrel ; andattiiMs 
He puaed amid its Taiying rfaymee, 
And at each pause again broke in 
The mnsio oE hie Tiolin, 
With tones of sweetness or of fear. 
Movements of trooUe or of oahn« 
Creating their own atmosphere ; 
As sitting in a ehnroh we hear 
Between the verses of the psalm 
The organ playing soft and dear, 
Or thnndering on the startled ear. 



THE HUSICXAN*S TALE. 

BALLAD or 



'* JsM 10; 1871. WbMiiiI CmrnSkam [b«s** ^ ^ "Ml* 
(My two man Horitt m wMtad to oomplott tbo Stooad Day 
of tbo Wagtid* Iwk" 



At Stralsond, by the Baltio Sea, 

Within the sandy bar. 
At sonset of a sammer*s day. 
Beady for sea, at anehor lay 

The good ship Valdemar. 

The sonbeams danoed npon the waves, 

And played along her side ; 
And throng^ the eabin windows streamed 
In ripples of golden light, that seemed 

Hie ripple of the tide. 
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There sat the captain with his {riends, 

Old skippers brown and hale, 
Who smoked and gmmbled o*er their grog. 
And talked of iceberg and of fog. 
Of calm and storm and gale. 

And one was spinning a sailor's yam 

About Elaboterman, 
The Kobold of the sea ; a spright 
Invisible to mortal sight, 

Who o'er the rigging ran. 



dmes he hammered in the hold, 

Sometimes upon the mast, 
Sometimes abeam, sometimes abaft, 
Or at the bows he sang and lau gh ed. 

And made all tight and &st. 

He helped the sailors at their work. 

And toiled with jovial din ; 
He helped them hoist and reef the sails. 
He helped them stow the casks and bales. 

And heave the anchor in. 

Bat woe nnto the lasy Umts, 

The idlers of the crew ; 
Them to torment was his delight, 
And worry them by day and night. 

And pinch them blade and Une. 

And woe to him whose mortal eyes 

Elaboterman behold. 
It is a certain sign of deathi — 



THE n^rr A-. CF Cf,T.wn:.Fr.W IST 



He feh kk laood na omL 



joDy 

Aad thai apva hesnz : 
*^ Then it a >pettre Mi j^* gruo. ke. 
^ A ship of tiie Dai uaa nlk an: k 

Aad koDed ttie 



A ghosdj «ld{i, vixk a piMsIj 

In tempest ilie %yMiJ : 
Aad bef rire tke gak, or aruue 
She sail* vitbcios a f^ d ihH. 
Withovta 



** She hasBBU the Aijaxax mn. aufl 
ButMDsdj the 



Asd aie dlkid Oft Cj 



•« And m betick th( xu'Jk:^ fcL> 
Thai SMieo the ( wrw "trw : 
(Kcr her dedks the mtsm vll Mosf^ 
She most go dova isto the o«^. 
And peruh sooie a&d 



The eaplaia of the 

Lapghed lood vith 
•« I ehonld like to •#« tLl* iL:>" ah^ U 
«"! ahould like to fi&d thcMr Ciimrr« Tune 

That are narked ikyvB ia ti* 
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^ I have sailed right over the spot,'* he said, 

*^ With a good stiff breeze behind. 
When the sea was blue, and the sky was dear, — 
You can foUow my couise by these pinholes 
here, — 

And never a rock could find.*' 

And then he swore a dreadful oath. 

He swore by the Kingdoms Three, 
That, should he meet the Carmilhan, 
He would run her down, although he ran 

Bight into Eternity I 

All this, while passing to and fro, 

The eabin-boy had heard ; 
He lingered at the door to hear, 
And drank in all with greedy ear. 

And pondered eyezy word. 

He was a simple countiy lad, 

But of a roving mind. 
^^ Oh, it must be like heaven," thought he, 
** Those fausoff foreign lands to see. 

And fortune seek and find I " 

But in the f o'castle, when he heard 

The mariners blaspheme. 
He thought of home, he thought of God, 
And his mother under the chuichyaid sod, 

And wished it were a dream. 

One friend on board that ship had he; 
rr was the Slaboterman, 
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Who MW the Bible in his chest. 
And wMde a sign apon his breast, 
AU evil things to baa. 

The cabin windows have grown Uaak 

As eyeballs of the dead ; 
No more the glancing sunbeams bom 
On the gilt letters of the stem. 

Bat on the figure-head ; 

On Valdemar Vietorioos, 

Who hwketh with disdmn 
To see his image in the tide 
Dismembered float from side to side. 

And reunite again. 

** It is the wind,*' those skippers said, 

^ That swings the vessel so ; 
It is the wind ; it freshens fast, 
T is time to say fsrewell at last, 

T is time for ns to go.** 

They shook the captun by the hand« 

''Good lockl good Inckl '' they 
Each face was like the setting sun. 
As, broad and red, they one by one 
Went o'er the vessel's 



The son went down, the full moon rose. 

Serene o'er field and flood ; 
And all the winding creeks and bays 
And broad seaFmeadows seemed aUaae, 

The sky was red as blood. 
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The floaihwest wind blew fresh and fair, 

Ab fair as wind eonld be ; 
Bound for Odessa, o'er the bar. 
With all sail set, the Yaldemar 

Went proudly oat to 



The lovely moon elimbs np the shy 

As one who walks in dreams ; 
A tower of marble in her light, 
A wall of black, a wall of white. 
The stately vessel seems. 

Low down npon the sandy coast 

The lights begin to bom ; 
And now, nplifted high in air. 
They kindle with a fiercer glare. 
And now drop &r astern. 

The dawn appears, the land is gone, 

The sea is all around ; 
Then on each hand low hills of sand 
Emerge and form another land ; 

She steereth through the Sound. 

Through Kattegat and Skager-rack 

She flitteth like a ghost ; 
By day and night, by night and day. 
She bounds, she flies upon her way 

Along the English coast. 

Cape flnisterre is drawing near. 

Cape Finisterre is past ; 
Into the open ocean stream 
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She floats, the visum of a dream 
Too beantifiil to last 

Sana rise and set, and rise, and yet 

There is no land in sij^ ; 
The liquid planets overiiead 
Bom brighter now the moon is dead. 

And longer slays the night 

nr. 

And now along the horiaon*s edge 

Mountains of cloud nproee, 
Bbok as with f otests underneath, 
Above, their sharp and jagged teeth 

Were white as drifted snows. 

Unseen behind them sank the soUt 

Bat flashed each snowy peak 
A little while with rosy light, 
That faded sbwly from the sig^ 

Ab Uashes from the cheek. 

Bbck grew the sky, — all Uack, an Uack ; 

The cloods were everywhere ; 
There was a feeling of saspense 
In natare, a mysterious sense 

Of terror in the air. 

And all on board the Yaldemar 

Was still as stai oould be ; 
Save when the dismal ship^bell toUedt 
As ever and anoo she rolled. 

And lurched into the 
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The captain np and down the deck 

Went striding to and fro; 
Now watched the compass at the wheel. 
Now lifted np his hand to feel 

Which way the wind might blow. 

And now he looked np at the sails. 

And now npon the deep; 
In eyeiy fibre of his frame 
He felt the storm before it came, 

He had no thought of sleep. 

Eight bells I and suddenly abaft, 

With a great rush of rain. 
Making the ocean white with spume, 
In darkness like the day of doom. 

On came the hurricane. 

The lightning flashed from ckmd to dood, 

And rent the sky in two ; 
-^ WSS^ flame, a ringle jet 
Of white fire, like a bayonet, 

That pierced the eyeballs through 

Then all around was dark again. 

And blacker than before ; 
But in that single flash of light 
He had beheld a fearful sight, 

And thought of the oath he swore. 

For right ahead ky the Ship of the Dead, 

The ghostly Carmilhan I 
Her masts were stripped, her yards were bare, 
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And on her bowsprit, poiied in air, 
Sat the Ekboterman. 

Her orew of ghosts was all on deck 

Or ehunbering np the shrouds ; 
The boatswain's whistle, the captain's hail 
Were like the piping of the gale, 

And thunder in the doods. 

And dose behind the Carmilhan 

There rose up from the sea. 
As from a foundered ship of stone, 
Three bare and splintered masts alone : 

They were the Chimneys Three. 

And onward dashed the Valdemar 

And leqMd into the dark ; 
A denser mist, a colder Uast, 
A little shodder, and she had passed 

Bi^ throng the Phantom Bark. 

8he deft in twain the shadowy hoik, 

But deft it maware ; 
As when, careering to her nest. 
The seapgnll serers with bar breast 

The unresisting air. 

Again the li gi»*»w*g flasliftd ; again 

They aaw the Carmilhan, 
Whde as before in hall and spar ; 
But now on board of the VaMemar 

Stood the Elaboterman. 
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And they all knew their doom wm aealed ; 

They knew that death was near ; 
Some prayed who ne^er prayed before, 
And some they wept, and some they swore, 

And some were mate with fear. 

Then suddenly there came a shock, 

And louder than wind or sea 
A ciy borst from the crew on deck. 
As she dashed and crashed, a hopeless wreck, 

Upon the Chimneys Three. 

The storm and night were passed, the lig^ 

To streak the east began ; 
Hie cabin-boy, picked up at sea, 
Suxriyed the wreck, and only he. 

To tell of the Carmilhan. 



INTERLUDE. 

Whe!7 the long mnrmnr of applause 
That greeted the Mnndan^s lity 
Had slowly bnzied itself away. 
And the long talk of Spectre Ships 
That followed died npon their lips 
And came nnto a natural panse, 

^ These tales yon tell are one and all 
Of the Old World,*' the Poet said, 

^ Flowers gathered from a crumbling wall, 
Dead leares that rustle as they fall ; 
Let me present you in their stead 
Something of our New England earth. 
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A tele, which, though of no great worthy 

Has still this merit, that it yields 

A certain frmhnciM of the fields, 

A sweetness as of homennade bread.** 

The Student answered : ^ Be discreet ; 
For if the floor be fresh and sound. 
And if the bread be light and sweeti 
Who careth in what mill *t was groond. 
Or of what oven felt the heat, 
Unless, as old Cerrantes said. 
Yon are looking after better bread 
Than any that is made of wheat? 
Yon know that people nowadays 
To what is old give little praiee ; 
All most be new in prose and Terse ; 
They want hot bread, or something wonai 
Fresh eveiy morning, and half baked ; 
The wholesome bread of yesterday. 
Too stale for them, is thrown away, 
Nor is their thirst with water slaked.** 

As oft we see the sky in May 
Threaten to rain, and yet not rain. 
The Poet*s face, before so gay, 
Was dooded with a look of pain. 
But suddenly brightened np again ; 
And without further let or stay 
He told his tale of yesterday. 
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IV 



THE POET'S TALK 

LADT WXNTWOBTH. 



«' May 24, 1811. FbUied * new tal« f or tlM MeoBd day of 
Waptide Inm; * Now Englind tteiy, Ladg W«$dwortL** TV 
•tofy mm bogui on the 22d. A f ow d»ji later Mr. Lot^oOav 
made an eseasnon to PortniMmtii wHh Mr. James T. neUa, aad 
wrote of it to Mr. Gfeeae : " I had a moat aseeeafal day witk 
Kelda at hie natiTe town, and eaw saadiy euiooe old hovam; 
tmoDg them the Wentwotth howe, whieh I waa amdoM to eea, 
haTiag already deeerihed it in a poena. I f onod it oaeeaaaiy to 
ehaage only a aiqgle line, whioh waa Inoky.*' 



One hundred yean ago, aad sometbing more, 
In Queen Street, Portsmouth, at her tavem door, 
Neat as a pin, and Uooming as a rose. 
Stood Mistress Stayers in her furbelows. 
Just as her cuckoo-olock was striking nine. 
Above her head, resplendent on the sign. 
The portrait of the Earl of Halifax, 
In soarlet coat and periwig of flax. 
Surveyed at leisure all her varied charms, 
Her cap, her bodice, her white folded arms. 
And half resolved, though he was past his prime. 
And rather damaged by the lapse of time. 
To fall down at her feet, and to dedare 
The passion that had driven him to despair. 
For from his lofty station he had seen 
Stavers, her husband, dressed in bottlof^reen. 
Drive his new Flying Stage^XMch, four in hand, 
Down the long lane, and out into the land. 
And knew that he was tax upon the way 
To Ipswich and to Boston on the Bay I 
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Just ihen the meditations of the Earl 
Were interrupted by a little pi\ 
Barefooted, ragged, with neglected hair, 
Eyes full of laughter, ne(& and shoulders bare, 
A thin slip of a girl, like a new moon. 
Sure to be roimded into beauty soon, 
A creature men would worship and adore, 
Though now in mean habiliments she bore 
A pail of water, dripping through the street, 
And bathing, as she went, her naked feet. 

It was a pretty picture, full of grace, — 

The slender form, the delicate, thin &oe ; 

The swaying motion, as she hurried by ; 

The shining feet, the laughter in her eye. 

That o'er her face in ripples gleamed and glanced. 

As in her pail the shifting sunbeam danced : 

And with imcommon feelings of delight 

The Earl of Halifax beheld the sight 

Not so Dame Stayers, for he heard her say 

These words, or thought he did, as plain as day : 

^ O Martha Hilton I Fie ! how daie you go 

About the town half dressed, and looUng so I '* 

At which the gypqr laughed, and straight replied : 

^No matter how I look ; I yet shall ride 

In my own chariot, ma'am." And on the child 

The Earl of Halifax benignly smiled. 

As with her heavy burden she passed on. 

Looked back, then turned the comer, and was gone. 

What next, upon that memorable day. 

Arrested his attention was a gay 

And brilliant equipage, that flashed and spun, 
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The silyer hamesB glittering in the smi, 
Outriders with red jackets, lithe and lank, 
Pounding the saddles as they rose and sank^ 
While all alone within the chariot sat 
A portly person with three-oomered hat, 
A crimson yelyet coat, head high in air, 
Grold-headed cane, and nicely powdered hair, 
And diamond buckles sparkling at his knees, 
Dignified, stately, florid, much at ease. 
Onward the pageant swept, and as it passed. 
Fair Mistress Stayers oourtesied low and fast ; 
For this was Goyemor Wentworth, driying down 
To Little Harbor, just beyond the town. 
Where his Great House stood looking out to sea, 
A goodly place, where it was good to be. 

It was a pleasant mansion, an abode 
Near and yet hidden from the great highroad. 
Sequestered among trees, a noble pile. 
Baronial and colonial in its style ; 
Gables and dormer-windows eyerywhere. 
And stacks of chimneys rising high in air, — 
Pandsan pipes, on which all winds that blew 
Made mournful music the whole winter through 
Within, unwonted splendors met the eye, 
Panels, and floors of oak, and tapestry ; 
Caryed chimney-pieces, where on braaen dogs 
Beyelled and roared the Christmas fires of logs ; 
Doors opening into darkness unawares. 
Mysterious passages, and fiights of stairs ; 
And on the walls, in heayy gilded frames. 
The ancestral Wentwordis with Old-Seriptore 
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Such was the mansion wliere the great man dwelt, 
A widower and chiMless ; and he felt 
The loneliness, the nnoongenial gloom. 
That like a presence haunted ereiy room ; 
For thou^ not given to weakness, he oonld feel 
The pain of wounds, that ache beoaose they heaL 

The jsais came and the jsais went, — seven in 

•11, 
Afwl Tiassod in dood and sonshine o*er the Hall : 
The dawns their splendor throng its chambers 

shed. 
The sonsets flushed its western windows red ; 
The snow was on its roob, the wind, the rain ; 
Its woodlands were in leaf and bare again ; 
JAmmA waxed f4 waned, the lilacs bloomed and 



In the broad river ebbed and flowed the tide. 
Ships went to sea, and ships came iKMne from 



And the slow years sailed by and ceased to be. 

And all these years had Martha Hilton served 
In the Cheat Hoose, not whoUy unobserved : 
By day, by night, the silver orescent grew. 
Though hidden by douds, her li^ still shining 

through ; 
A maid of all work, whether coarse or fine, 
A servant who made service seem divine I 
Through her each room was fair to lode upon ; 
The mirrors glistened, and the brasses shone. 
The very knocker on the outer door. 
If she bfut passed, was brighter than before. 
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And now the ceaseless taming of the mill 
Of time, that never for an hour stands still, 
Ghround out the Groyemor's sixtieth birthday. 
And powdered his brown hair with silver-gray. 
The robin, the forerunner of the spring, 
The bluebird with his jocund carolling, 
The restless swallows building in the eaves, 
The golden buttercups, the grass, the leaves. 
The lilacs tossing in the winds of May, 
All welcomed this majestic holiday I 
He gave a splendid banquet, served on plate, 
Such as became the Oovemor of the State, 
Who represented England and the King, 
And was magnificent in eveiything. 
He had invited all his friends and peers, — 
The Pepperels, the Langdons, and the Leazs, 
The Sparhawks, the Penhallows, and the rest ; 
For why repeat the name of eveiy guest ? 
But I must mention one in bands and gown. 
The rector there, the Reverend Arthur Brown 
Of the Established Church ; with smiling &oe 
He sat beside the Gbvemor and said grace ; 
And then the feast went on, as others do. 
But ended as none other I e'er knew. 

When they had drunk the King, with many a 

cheer. 
The Gh>vemor whispered in a servant's ear. 
Who disappeared, and presently there stood 
Within the room, in perfect womanhood, 
A maiden, modest and yet self-possessed. 
Youthful and beautiful, and simply dressed. 
Can this be Martha Hilton? It must be I 
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Yes, Mariha Hilton, and no other she I 
Dowered with the beauly of her twenty years, 
How ladylike, how queenlike she appears ; 
The jmle, thin crescent of the days gone by 
Is Dian now in all her majesty I 
Yet scarce a guest perceived that she was there, 
Until the Governor, rising from his chair. 
Played slightly with his ruffles, then looked down. 
And said unto the Reverend Arthur Brown : 
^ This is my birthday : it shall likewise be 
My wedding-day ; and you shall many mel " 

The listening guests were greatly mystified. 

None more so than the rector, who replied : 

^ Marry you ? Yes, that were a pleasant task. 

Your Excellency ; but to whom ? I ask." 

The Oovemor answered : **To this lady here ; " 

And beckoned Martha EGlton to draw near. 

She came and stood, all blushes, at his side. 

The rector paused. The impatient Grovemor cried ; 

** This is the lady ; do you hesitate ? 

Then I command you as Chief Maristrate." 

The rector read the service loud and clear : 

^* Dearly beloved, we are gathered here," 

And so on to the end. At his command 

On the fourth finger of her fair left hand 

The Oovemor placed the ring ; and that was all: 

Martha was Lady Wentworth of the Hall I 

INTEBLUDE. 

Well pleased the audience heard the tale. 
The Theoh)gian said : <« Indeed, 
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To praise you there is litde need ; 

One almost hears the &nner*8 flail 

Thresh oat your wheat, nor does diere ful 

A certain freshness, as you said. 

And sweetness as of home>made bread. 

Bat not less sweet and not less fresh 

Are many legends that I know. 

Writ by the monks of long-ago, 

Who lored to mortify the flesh. 

So that the sonl might porer grow, 

And rise to a diviner state ; 

And one of these — perhaps of all 

Most beaatifal — I now recall. 

And with permission will narrate ; 

Hoping thereby to make amends 

For that grim tragedy of mine. 

As strong and black as Spanish wine, 

I told last night, and wish almost 

It had remained antold, my friends ; 

For Torqaemada's awfol ghost 

Came to me in the dreams I dreamed. 

And in the darkness glared and gleamed 

Like a great lightJioase on the coast'* 



The Student laaghing said : ^ Far more 

Like to some dinnal fire of bale 

Flaring portentous on a hill ; 

Or torches lighted on a shore 

By wreckers in a midnight gale. 

No matter; be it as you will. 

Only go forward wiUi your tale.*' 
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THE THEOLOGIAN'S TALE. 

TBS LMKlffD BBAUTIFUIm 



*' J«M 18, 1871. Lookiiv for tk« Umbm of aM(h« ilorj. 
Rs «]MNi TIM ItfynMf a«Mli/ii/ aad bofte H.*' 



^ Hamt thoa stayed, I most hMm fladt ** 
That is what the Visum said. 



In his chamber all alone. 
Kneeling on the floor of stone. 
Prayed the Monk in deep contrition 
For his sins of indecision. 
Prayed for greater self-denial 
In temptation and in trial ; 
It was noonday by the dial. 
And the Monk was all alone. 



Suddenly, as if it lightened. 
An unwonted splendor brightened 
All within him and without him 
In that narrow cell of stone ; 
And he saw the Bl e ss e d Vision 
Of our Lord, with light Elysian 
Like a Testore wrapped about Him, 
Like a garment round Ilim thrown. 

Not as omoified and slain. 
Not in agonies of pain. 
Not with bleeding hands and feet, 
Did the Monk his Master see; 
But as in the Tillage street, 
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In the houfle or harvest-field. 

Halt and lame and blind He healed. 

When He walked in Gralilee. 

In an attitode imploring, 
Hands npon lus bosom crossed. 
Wondering, worshipping, adoring. 
Knelt the Monk in raptore lost. 
Lord, he thought, in heaven that reignestp 
Who am I, that thns thou deignest 
To reveal thjrBelf to me ? 
Who am I, that from the centre 
Of thy glory thou shonldst enter 
poor cell, my goest to be ? 



Then amid his exaltation. 
Loud the convent bell appalling. 
From its belfry calling, calling, 
Bang through court and corridor 
With persistent iteration 
He had never heard before* 
It was now the appointed hour 
When alike in shine or shower, 
Winter's cold or summer's heat. 
To the convent portals came 
All the blind and halt and lamoi 
All the beggars of Uie street, 
For Uieir daily dole of food 
Dealt them by the brotherhood ; 
And their almoner was he 
Who upon his bended knee. 
Rapt in silent ecstasy 
Of divinest self-surrender. 
Saw the Vision and the Splendor. 



u 
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Deep dutrees ftud hrnililioD 
Mingled with his adontioo ; 
Should he go or ehoold he ste^ ? 
Should he lemre the poor to wait 
Hnngiy at the ooaTent gate, 
Till the y inon passed away ? 
ShooU he slight his radiant gnesti 
Slight this visitant friestiil, 
For a crowd of ragged, bestial 
Beggars at the oonrent gate ? 
Would the Vision there remain? 
Would the Vision oome again ? 
Then a Toioe within his breart 
Whispered, aodible and clear 
As if to the ontward ear : 
Do thy dnty ; that is best ; 
Leave nnto thy Lord the resti ** 

Straightway to his feet he started. 
And with longing look intent 
On the Bksaed Vision bent, 
Slowly bom his cell departed. 
Slowly on his errand went. 

At the gate the poor were wuting. 
Looking through the iitm grating. 
With that terror in the eye 
That is only seen in thoee 
Who amid their wants and woes 
Hear the soond of doors that dose, 
And of feet that pass them by ; 
Grown familiar with disfavor. 
Grown familiar with the savor 
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Of the bread by which men die I 
Bat to-day, ihey knew not why, 
Lake the gate of Paradiae 
Seemed the eonTent gate to riae, 
Lake a sacrament divine 
Seemed to them the bread and wine» 
In his heart the Monk was praying. 
Thinking of the homeless poor. 
What they suffer and endure ; 
What we see not, what we see ; 
And the inward voice was saying : 
^ Whatsoerer thing ihon doest 
To the least of mine and lowest, 
That ihoa doest unto mel " 

Unto me I but had the Vision 
Come to him in beggar's dothing^ 
Come a mendicant imploring. 
Would he then have knelt adoring. 
Or have listened with derision. 
And have turned away with loathing ? 



Thus his conscience put the questioo. 
Full of troublesome suggestion, 
Ab at length, with hurried pace. 
Towards his cell he turned his face, 
And beheld the convent bright 
With a supernatural light, 
Like a luminous cloud expanding 
Over floor and wall and ceili] 



But he iMuised with awestruck feeling 
At the threshold of his door. 
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For the Vision stiU was stendtng 
As hs left it thete before. 
When the oonTent bell mppeUing, 
From its belfry calling, calling, 
Sammoned him to feed the poor. 
Tliroiigh the long hour interrening 
It had waited his retom. 
And he felt his bosom bom. 
Comprehending all the meaning, 
When the Blessed Vision said, 
"^ Hadst thoQ stayed, I mnst haTe fledl *' 

INTERLUDE. 

All praised the Legend more or less ; 
Some liked the moral, some the Terse; 
Some thoogfat it better, and some worse 
Than other lq;ends of the past; 
UntiL with iU-oonoealed iliiiticMis 
At all their oayiUing, at last 
The Theologian grarely said : 
^ The Spanish prorerb, then, is right; 
Consult yonr friends on what yon do, 
And one will say that it is white. 
And others say that it is red.*' 
And *^ Amen I *' qnoth the Spanish Jew. 

^ Six stories told ! We mnst have seven, 
A dnster like the Pleiades, 
And lo I it happens, as with these. 
That one is missing from oar heaven. 
Where is the Landlord ? Bring him here ; 
Let the Lost Pleiad reappear." 
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Thus the Sicilian cried, and went 
Forthwith to seek his mining star. 
Bat did not find him in the bar, 
A pboe that landlords most freqnenty 
Nor yet beside the Idtohen fire. 
Nor np the stairs, nor in the hall; 
It was in Tain to ask or call, 
There were no tidings of the Squire. 

So he came back with downcast head, 
FiTfllaiming : ^ Well, oar bashful host 
Hath sorely given np the ghost. 
Another proverb says the dead 
Can tell no tales ; and that is tme. 
It follows, then, that one of yon 
Most tell a story in his stead* 
You most,** he to the Student said, 
^ Who know so many of the best, 
And tell them better than the rest** 

Straight, by these flattering words beguiled. 
The Student, happy as a child 
When he is called a little man. 
Assumed the double task imposed. 
And without more ado unclosed 
His smiling lips, and thus b^gan. 
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THE STUDENTS SECOND TALE. 

THX BASOX OF ST. OAmHS. 

8,187L 



Baboh CASmnB of St Cartine 

Has left his oh&teaa in the Pyrenees, 

And sailed across the western seas. 

When he went away ttota his fair demesne 

The birds were hnilding, the woods were green ; 

And now the winds of winter Uow 

Ronnd the turrets of the old ohAtean, 

The birds are silent and unseen. 

The leases lie dead in the ravine. 

And the I^rranees are white with snow. 

His &ther, lonely, old, and gray. 

Sits by the fireside day by day. 

Thinking ever one thought of oare ; 

Through the southern windows, narrow and taD, 

The sun shines into the ancient hall. 

And makes a glory round his hair. 

The housedog, stretched beneath his chair. 

Groans in his sleep, as if in pain. 

Then wakes, and yawns, and sleeps again. 

So silent is it everywhere, ^ 

So silent you can hear the mouse 

Run and rummage along the beams 

Behind the wainscot of the wall ; 

And the old man rouses from his dreams. 

And wanders restless through the house. 

As if he heard strange voices calL 
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Hifl footstepe echo along the floor 
Of a distant passage, and panse awhile ; 
He is standing by an open door 
Looking long, with a sad, sweet smile, 
Into the room of his absent son. 
There is the bed on which he lay. 
There are the pictures bright and gay. 
Horses and bounds and sun-lit seas ; 
There are his powder-flask and gun. 
And his hunting-kniyes in shape of a &a| 
The chair by the window where he sat, 
With the clouded tigei^skin for a mat. 
Looking out on the I^renees, 
Looking out on Mount Marbor^ 
And the Seven Valleys of Lavedan. 
Ah me I he turns away and sighs ; 
There is a mist before his eyes. 

At nighti whatever the weather be, 
Wind or rain or starry heaven, 
Just as the dock is striking seven. 
Those who look from the windows see 
The village Curate, with lantern and maid. 
Come through the gateway from the park 
And cross the courtyard damp and daik, — 
A ring of light in a ring of shade. 

And now at the old man*s side he stands, 
His voice is cheeiy, his heart expands. 
He gossips pleasantly, by the blan 
Of the fire of fagots, about old days. 
And Cardinal Maiarin and the Fronde, 
And the Cardinal*s nieces fair and fond. 
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And what they did, and what thej said. 
When they heard hiB Eminenoe was dead. 

And after a panae the old man lays, 

His mind still coming baek again 

To the one sad thooj^ that hannts his fatain, 

^ Are there any tidings from orer sea ? 

Ah, why has that wild boy gone trcm me ? ** 

And the Curate answers, looking down. 

Harmless and docile as a lamb, 

** Yoong Uood I young blood I It most so be! ** 

And draws from the pocket of his gown 

A handkerchief like an oriflamb, 

And wipes his speetarles, and they play 

Their little game of lansquenet 

In silence for an hour or so, 

Till the dock at nine strikes kmd and clear 

From the Tillage lying asleep below. 

And aoroes the courtyard, into the dark 

Of the winding pathway in the paric, 

Curate and lantern disappear. 

And darkness reigns in t Kf* old cUUean* 



The ship has come back from orer 
She has been signalled from below. 
And into the harbor of Bordeaux 
She sails with her gallant company. 
But among them is nowhere seen 
The brave young Baron of St Castine; 
He hath tarried behind, I ween. 
In the beautiful land of Aoadie I 

And the father paees to and fro 
Through the chambers of the old chlteau. 
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Waiting, waiting to hear the hum 

Of wheels on the road that nms below, 

Of servants honying here and there. 

The Toiee in the ooortyard, the step on the stair. 

Waiting for some one who doth not eome ! 

Bat letters there are, which the old man roads 

To the Curate, when he oomes at night, 

Word hy word, as an acolyte 

Bepeats his prayers and tells lus beads ; 

Letters full of tiie rolling sea, 

Full of a young man's joy to he 

Abroad in the world, alone and free ; 

Full of adventures and wonderful scenes 

Of hunting the deer through forests vast 

In the royal grant of Pierre du Gbst ; 

Of nights in the tents of the Tarratines ; 

Of Madocawando the Indian chief. 

And his daughters, glorious as queens, 

And beautiful beyond belief ; 

And so soft the tones of their native tongue. 

The words are not spoken, they are sung ! 

And the Curate listens, and smiling says : 

^ Ah yes, dear friend I in our young days 

We should have liked to hunt the deer 

All day amid those forest scenes. 

And to sleep in the tents of the Tarratines ; 

But now it is better sitting here 

Within four walls, and without the fear 

Of losing our hearts to Indian queens ; 

For man is fire and woman is tow, 

And the Somebody comes and begins to blow.** 

Then a gleam of distrust and vague surmise 
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Shines in the father's gentk eyes, 
As flre4jgfat on m window-pane 
Glimmers and Tanishes again ; 
Bat nanght he answers ; he only sighs, 
And for a moment bows his head ; 
Then, as their costom is, they pUy 
Their little game of lansquenet. 
And another day b with the dead* 

Another day, and many a day 

And many a week and month depart, 

When a fatal letter wings its way 

Aoross the sea, like a bird of prey. 

And strikes and tears the old man's heart 

Lo I the yoong Baron of St. Castine, 

Swift as the wind is, and as wild. 

Has married a dosky Tarratine, 

Has married Madooawando's child I 

The letter drops from the Other's hand ; 
Though the sinews of his heart are wrong. 
He otters no ory, he breathes no prayer. 
No malediction falls bom his tongue ; 
But his stately figure, erect and grand, 

l ^iM^f mnA finlrm IiVa h ^ >^l ^fi[ii| of Sand 

In the whirlwind of his great despair. 
Dying, yes, dying ! His latest breath 
Of parley at the door of death 
Is a Messing on his wayward son. 
Lower and lower on his breast 
Sinks his gray head ; he is at rest ; 
No longer he waits for any one. 
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For many m year the old chftteaa 
Ides tenantleBB and desolate ; 
Bank grasses in the eonrtyard grow, 
About its gables oaws the ciow ; 
Only the porter at the gate 
Is left to gnaid it, and to wait 
The coming of the rightful heir; 
No other life or sound is there ; 
No more the Curate oomes at nighti 
No more is seen the unsteady lights 
Threading the alleys of the park ; 
The windows of the hall are daric. 
The chambers dreary, cold, and bare I 

At length, at last, when the winter is past, 
And birds are building, and woods are greeOt 
With flying skirts is the Curate seen 
Speeding along the woodland way. 
Humming gayly, ** No day is so long 
But it comes at last to yesper^^ong*'* 
He stops at the porter's lodge to say 
That at last the Baron of St Castxne 
Is coming home with his Indian queen. 
Is coming without a week's delay ; 
And all the house must be swept and dean, 
And all things set in good array 1 
And the solemn porter shakes his head ; 
And the answer he makes is : ^ Lackaday I 
We will see, as the blind man said I " 

Alert rince first the day began. 
The cock upon the Tillage church 
Looks northward from his airy perch. 
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As if beyond the ken of mail 
To see the ships oome niling on, 
And peas the Isk of Ol^ron^ 
And pess the Tower of Coidonan. 

In the ehoreh below is oold in elay 

The heart that would have Ieq;wd for joj— » 

O tender heart of troth and tmstl — 

To see the eoming of that day ; 

In the ehnroh below the lips are dost ; 

Dost are the hands, and dnst the feet 

That would haTe been so swift to meet 

The eoming of that wayward boy. 

At night the front of the old ehkean 

Is a blase of lig^ above and below ; 

There 's a sound of wheek and hoofs in the streeti 

A cracking of whips, and stamper of feet, 

Bells are ringing, and horns are blown. 

And the Baron hath come again to his own. 

The Curate b waiting in the hall. 

Most eager and alive of all 

To welcome the Baron and Baroness ; 

But his mind b full of yagne distress. 

For he hath read in Jesuit boohs 

Of those children of the wilderness. 

And now, good, simple man ! he kioks 

To see a painted sayage stride 

Into the room, with shoulders bare. 

And eagle feathers in her hair. 

And around her a robe of panther's hide» 

Instead, he bf^hoHs with secret thuTUft 
A form of beauty undefined, 
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A lovelmess without a name, 

Not of degree, bat more of kind ; 

Nor bold nor ahy, nor short nor tall. 

But a new mingling of them alL 

Yes, beautiful beyond belief. 

Transfigured and transfused, he sees 

The lady of the Pyrenees, 

The daughter of the Indian ohief • 

Beneath the shadow of her hair 

The gold-bronxe color of the skin 

Seems lighted by a fire within, 

Ab when a burst of sunlight shines 

Beneath a sombre grore of pines, — 

A dusky splendor in the air. 

The two small hands, that now are pressed 

In his, seem made to be caressed. 

They lie so warm and soft and still, 

Like birds half hidden in a nest, 

Trustful, and innocent of ilL 

And ah I he cannot believe his ears 

When her melodious yoioe he hears 

Speaking his native Gascon tongue ; 

The words she utters seem to be 

Part of some poem of Gk>udouIi, 

They are not spoken, they are sung I 

And the Baron smiles, and says, ** Yon see, 

I told yon but the simple truth ; 

Ah, yon may trust the eyes of youth I** 

Down in the village day by day 
The people gossip in their way. 
And stare to see the Baroness pass 
On Sunday morning to early Mass ; 
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And when she kneeleth down to pray. 
They wonder, and whisper together, and say 
** Sorely this is no heathen hm I *' 
And in oonrse of time they learn to Uess 
The Baron and the Baxtmess. 

And in oonrse of time the Cnrate learns 

A secret so dreadful, that by tarns 

lie is ice and fire, he freeaes and bnms. 

The Baron at oonf ession hath said. 

That though this woman be his wife, 

He hath wed her as the Indians wed, 

He hath bought her for a gun and a knife I 

And the Curate replies : ^ O profligate, 

O Prodigal Son I retom onoe more 

To the open arms and the open door 

Of the Church, or erer it be too late. 

Thank God, thy fsther did not live 

To see what he could not forgive ; 

On thee, so reckless and penrerse, 

He left his Messing, not his curse. 

But the nearer the dawn the darker the night, 

And by going wrong all things come right; 

Things have been mended that were worse. 

And the worse, the nearer they are to mend* 

For the sake of the living and the dead. 

Thou shalt be wed as Christians wed. 

And all things come to a happy end*** 

O son, that f oUowest the ni^t, 
In yon blue sky, serene and pore. 
And poorest thine impartial li(^t 
Alike on mountain and on moor. 
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Pause for a moment in thy eonne, 
And blees the bridegroom and the bridal 
O Graye, that from thy hidden floaroe 
In yon mysterions monntain-eide 
Purraest thy wandering way alone. 
And leaping down its steps of stone, 
Along the meadow Jands demure 
Stealest away to the Adour, 
Pause for a moment in thy course 
To blees the bridegroom and the faridel 

The choir is singing the matin song. 
The doors of the church are opened wide, 
The people crowd, and press, and throng 
To see the bridegroom and the bride. 
They enter and pass along the nare ; 
They stand npota the &ther*s grave ; 
The bells are ringing soft and slow ; 
The living above and the dead below 
GKve their blessing on one and twain ; 
The warm wind Uows bom the hills of Spain, 
The birds are building, the leaves are green. 
And Baron Castine of St. Castine 
Hath come at last to his own again* 



FINALE. 

^ Nunc flaudUe ! '* the Student cried. 
When he had finished ; **now applaud, 
As Roman actors used to say 
At the conclu8i<m of a play ;** 
And rose, and spread his hands abroad. 
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And miiliiig bowed bom side to side, 
As one wbo benn the palm mway. 

And generoos was the mpplaoM and lood^ 
Bat leas for him than for the san^ 
That even as the tale was done 
Burst from its canopy of okmd. 
And lit the landscape with the Uan 
Of afternoon on antomn days* 
And filled the room with light, and made 
The fire of logs a painted shade. 

A sadden wind from oot the west 
Blew all its trompets load and shrill ; 
The windows rattled with the Uast, 
The oak-trees shonted as it passed. 
And strai^tv as if by fear possessed. 
The doad encampment on the hill 
Broke np, and flattering flag and tent 
Vanished into the firmamenti 
And down the valley fled amain 
The rear of the retreating rain. 

Only far ap in the Une sky 

A mass of cloads, like drifted snow 

Saffased with a faint Alpine glow. 

Was he^wd together, vast and high. 

On which a shattered rainbow hang. 

Not rising like the rained arch 

Of some aerial aqnedoot, 

Bat like a roseate garland plucked 

FVom an Olympian god, and flang 

Aside in his triumphal march. 
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Like pruoneTS from Uieir dungeon gloom. 
Lake birds escaping from a snaie. 
Like sohool-boys at the hoar of play, 
All left at once the pent-np room. 
And roshed into the open air ; 
And no more tales were told that day. 



PABT THIRD 

PRELUDE. 

Thx evening came ; the gdden tane 
A moment in the ranaet j^anoed. 
Then darkened, and then gleamed again. 
As from the east the moon adTanoed 
And touched it with a softer light ; 
While nndemea^ with flowing mane. 
Upon the sign the Bed Hone pfanoed. 
And galloped forth into the night. 

Bat brighter than the afternoon 
That followed the dark day of rain. 
And brighter than the golden Tane 
That glistened in the rising moon. 
Within, the mddy fire-light gleamed ; 
And every separate window-pane. 
Backed by the outer darkness, showed 
A mirror, where the flamelets gleamed 
And flickered to and fro, and seemed 
A bonfire lighted in the road* 



Amid the hospitable glow, 
Ldke an old a ftor on the stage, 
With the onoertain Toice of age. 
The singing chimney chanted low 
The homely songs of long ago. 
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The voice that Ossian heard of yore, 
When midnight winds were in his hall ; 
A ghostly and appealing call, 
A sound of days that are no more ! 
And dark as Ossian sat the Jew, 
And listened to the sound, and knew 
The passing of the aiiy hosts, 
The gray and misty cloud of ghosts 
In their interminable flight ; 
And listening muttered in his beaid. 
With accent indistinct and weird, 
^ Who are ye, children of the Night?" 

Beholding his mysterious face, 
^^ Tell me," the gay Sicilian said, 
^* Why was it that in breaking bread 

At supper, you bent down your head 

And, musing, paused a little space, 

As one who says a silent grace ? '' 

The Jew replied, with solemn air, 
^ I said the Maniduean's prayer. 
It was his &dth, — perhaps is mine,— 
That life in all its forms is one. 
And that its secret conduits run 
Unseen, but in unbroken line. 
From the great fountain-head divine 
Through man and beast, through grain and grass. 
However we struggle, strive, and ciy. 
From death there can be no escape. 
And no escape from life, alas ! 
Because we cannot die, but pass 
From one into another shape : 
It is but into life we die. 
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** Therefore the Manicfasen said 
This simple prayer on breakiiig bread, 
Lest he with hasty hand or knife 
Mi^ wound the incaroerated life, 
The soul in things that we call dead: 

* I did not reap thee, did not bind thee, 
I did not thrash thee, did not grind thee, 
Nor did I in the oven bake thee I 
It was not I, it was another 
Did these things unto thee, O brother ; 
I only have thee, hold thee, break thee I * ** 

**That birds have souls I can oonoede," 
The Poet cried, with glowing oheeks ; 

"^The flocks that from their beds of reed 
Uprising north or southward fly, 
And flying write upon the sky 
The bif orked letter of the Greeks, 
As hath been said by Buoellai ; 
All birds that sing or chirp or ay. 
Even those migratoiy bands. 
The minor poets of the air. 
The pIoTer, peep, and sanderling. 
That hardly can be said to sing, 
But pipe along the barren sands, — 
All these have souls aldn to ours ; 
So hath the lovely race of flowers : 
Thus much I grant, but nothing more. 
The rusty hinges of a door 
Are not alive because they creak ; 
This chimney, with its dreary roar, 
These rattling windows, do not speak! ** 

''To me they speak,*" the Jew replied ; 



( 
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^ And in the sonndB that cdnk and soar, 
I hear the voices of a tide 
That breaks upon an unknown shorel '' 

Here the Sicilian interfered : 
^That was yoor dream, then, as yon dosed 
A moment since, with eyes half^dosed. 
And murmured something in yoor beard.'' 
The Hebrew smiled, and answered, ^ Nay ; 
Not that, but something very near ; 
Like, and yet not the same, may seem 
The vision of my waking dream ; 
Before it wholly dies away, 
Listen to me, aod you shall hear/' 



THE SPANISH JEW15 TALE. 

AZRASL. 
Written May 24, 1878. 

Sjnq Solomon, before his palace gate 
At evening, on the pavement tessellate 
Was walking with a stranger from the East, 
Arrayed in rich attire as for a feast, 
The mighty Runjeet-Sing, a learned man. 
And Bajah of the realms of Hindostan* 
And as they walked the guest became aware 
Of a white figure in the twilight Mr, 
Oaang intent, as one who with surprise 
His form and features seemed to recognise ; 
And in a whisper to the king he said : 
*^ What is yon shape, that, pallid as the dead. 
Is watching me, as if he sought to trace 
In the dim li^t the features of my face ? " 
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The king looked, and replied : *^ I know bim well ; 
It is the Angel men call Azrael, 
T is the Death Angel ; what hast thou to fear ? " 
And the guest answered: *^Lest he should oome 

near. 
And speak to me, and take away my breath I 
Save me from Azrael, save me from deathi 

king, that hast dominion o'er the wind. 
Bid it arise and bear me hence to Ind.'* 

The king gazed upward at the cloudless sky, 

Whispered a word, and raised his hand on high, 

And lo ! the signet-ring of ohrysoprase 

On his uplifted finger seemed to blaze 

With hidden fire, and rushing from the west 

There came a mighty wind, and seized the guest 

And lifted him from earth, and on they passed. 

His al^ining garments streaming in the blast, 

A silken banner o'er the walls upreared, 

A purple cloud, that gleamed and disappeared. 

Then said the Angel, smiling: *' If this man 

Be Bajah Runjeet-Sing of Hindostan, 

Thou hast done well in listening to his prayer ; 

1 was upon my way to seek him there." 

INTEBLITDE. 

« O Edbehi, forbear to-night 
Your ghostly legends of affright, 
And let the Talmud rest in peace ; ' 
Spare us your dismal tales of death 
That almost take away one's breath ; 
So doing, may your tribe increase/' 



196 TALES OF A WAYSIDE INN 

Thus the Sicilian said ; then went 
And on the spinet's raiding keys 
Played Marianina, like a breeze 
From Naples and the Southern 
That brings ns the delicious scent 
Of citron and of orange trees, 
And memories of soft days of ease 
At Capri and Amalfi spent. 

"^Not so," the eager Poet said; 

^ At least, not so before I tell 
The story of my Azrael, 
An angel mortal as oorselves, 
Which in an ancient tome I found 
Upon a convent's dusty shelves, 
Chained with an iron chain, and bound 
In parchment, and with clasps of brass, 
Lest from its prison, some dark day. 
It might be stolen or steal away, 
While the good friars were singing 



**It is a tale of Charlemagne, 
When like a thunder<doud, that lowers 
And sweeps from mountain-crest to coast, 
With lightning flaming through its showers, 
He swept across the Lombard plain. 
Beleaguering with his warlike train 
Pavia, the country's pride and boast, 
The City of the Hundred Towers." 

Thus heralded the tale began. 
And thus in sober measure ran. 



CHARLBMAONE 197 



THE POETS TALE. 



Writtn May 12, 187S. 

Olgkr the Dane and Desiderio, 

King of the LombitlB, on a loft^ tower 

Stood gaadng northward o*er the rolling plainti 

League after leagne of harreeta, to the fool 

Of the snow-oreated Alpa, and law approach 

A mighty army, thronging all the roads 

That led into the city. And the King 

Said unto Olger, who had paned his yonth 

As hostage at the court of France, and knew 

The Emperor's form and face: ^ Is Charlemagne 

Among that host?'' And Olger answered : ""No." 

And still the innnmerable mnltitode 
Flowed onward and increased, until the King 
Cried in amaaement: ^ Surely Charlemagne 
Is coming in the midst of all these knights ! " 
And Olger answered slowly : ^*No; not yet; 
He will not come so soon." Then much disturbed 
King Desiderio asked : "^ What shall we do, 
If he approach with a sdll greater army ?*' 
And Olger answered : ^ When he shall appear. 
Yon will behold what manner of man he is ; 
But what will then befall us I know not" 

Then came the guard that never knew repose, 
The Paladins of France ; and at the si^t 
The Lombard King o'eroome with terror cried : 
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^ This must be Charlemagne ! " and as before 
Did Olger answer : ^*No ; not yet, not yet" 

And then appeared in panoply eomplete 

The Bishops and the Abbots and the Priests 

Of the imperial chapel, and the Counts ; 

And Desiderio oonld no more endure 

The light of day, nor yet enooanter death. 

But sobbed aloud and said : ^*Let us go down 

And hide us in the bosom of the earth. 

Far from the sight and anger of a foe 

So terrible as this I *' And Olger said ; 

*^ When you behold the harvests in the fields 

Shaking with f ear, the Po and the Tioino 

Tiashing the city walls with iron waves, 

Then may you know that Charlemagne is come." 

And even as he spake, in the northwest, 

Lo I there uprose a black and threatening dood. 

Out of whose bosom flashed the light of arms 

Upon the people pent up in the city ; 

A light more terrible than any darkness, 

And Charlemagne appeared; — a Man of Iron! 



His helmet was of iron, and his gloves 
Of iron, and his breastplate and his greaves 
And tassets were of iron, and his shield. 
In his left hand he held an iron spear, 
In his right hand his sword invincible* 
The horse he rode on had the strength of iron. 
And color of iron* All who went before him. 
Beside him and behind him, his whole host. 
Were armed with iron, and their hearts within 
them 
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Were ttronger than tbe armor that they wore. 
The fields and all the roads were filled with iron. 
And points of iron glistened in the son 
And shed a tenor through the oity streets. 

This at a single glanoe Olger the Dane 
Saw from the tower, and taming to the king 
Exclaimed in haste : ^ Behold t this is the man 
Yon looked for with snch eagerness t '' and then 
Fell as one deadSt Desiderio's feet 



INTERLUDE. 

Wkll pleased all listened to the taloi 
That drew, the Student said, its pith 
And marrow from the ancient myth 
Of some one with an iron flaQ ; 
Or that portentous Man of Brass 
Hephnstas made in days of yore, 
Who stalked aboat the Cretan shote, 
And saw the ships appear and pass. 
And threw stones at the Argonanta, 
Being filled with indiscriminate ire 
That tangled and perplexed his thoo^ts ; 
But, like a hospitable host, 
When strangers landed on the ooast. 
Heated himself red-hot with fire. 
And hngged them in his arms, and pressed 
Their bodies to his homing breast 

The Poet answered : "^ No, not thns 
The lq;end rose; it sprang at first 
Ont of the hanger and the thirst 
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In all men for the mairellonB. 

And thus it filled and satisfied 

The imagination of mankind. 

And this ideal to the mind 

Was truer than historic fact. 

Fancy enlarged and multiplied 

The terrors of the awful name 

Of Charlemagne, till he became 

Armipotent in eveiy act, 

And, doihed in mystery, appeared 

Not what men saw, but what they feared. 

^ Besides, unless my memory fail. 
Your some one with an iron flail 
Is not an andent myth at all. 
But comes much later on the scene 
As Talus in the Faerie Qneene, 
The iron groom of Artq;all, 
Who threshed out falsehood and deceit. 
And truth upheld, and righted wrong, 
And was, as is the swallow, fleet, 
And as the lion is, was strong/' 

The Theologian said: ** Perchance 

Your chronicler in writing this 

Had in his mind the Anabasis, 

Where Xenophon describes the advance 

Of Artaxerxes to the fight ; 

At first the low gray doud of dust, 

And then a blackness o*er the fields 

As of a passing thunderf^t, 

Then flash of braaen armor bright. 

And ranks of men, and spears np-throst, 
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Bowmen and troops with wicker thieldi^ 
And cftTalry equipped in white, 
And chariote ranged in front of these 
With acythee npon their axle-trees.** 

To this the Student answered : ""Well, 
I also have a tale to tell 
Of Charlemagne ; a tale that throws 
A softer light, more tinged with rose, 
Than your grim apparition east 
Upon the darkness of the past 
Listen, and hear in English rhjme 
What the good Monk of Laniesheim 
Gives as the gossip of his time, 
In mediaval Latin prose.*' 

THE STUDENTS TALE. 

When Alooin tanght the sons of Charlemagne, 
In the free schools of Aiz, how kings shoold reign. 
And with them tanght the children of the poor 
How subjects should be patient and endure, 
He touched the lips of some, as best befit. 
With honey from the hives of Holj Writ ; 
Others intoxioated with the wine 
Of ancient histoiy, sweet but less divine ; 
Some with the wholesome fruits of grammar fed ; 
Others with mysteries of the stars overhead. 
That hang suspended in the vaulted fikj 
Like lamps in some fair palaoe vast and hi^ 
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In aootli, it was a pleasant sig^t to see 
That Saxon monk, with hood and roeaxy. 
With inkhom at his belt, and pen and book, 
And mingled love and r everenee in his look. 
Or bear Uie cloister and the court repeat 
The measored footfalls of his sandaled feet, 
Or watch him with the pupils of his school, 
Grentle of speech, but absolute of rule. 

Among them, always earliest in his place. 
Was Eginhaid, a youth of Frankish race. 
Whose face was bright with flashes that finerun 
The splendors of a yet unrisen sun* 
To him all things were possible, and seemed 
Not what he had accomplished, but had dreamed. 
And what were tasks to others were his play. 
The pastime of an 



Smaragdo, Abbot of St MichaeVs, said. 
With many a shrug and shaking of the head. 
Surely some demon must possess the lad. 
Who showed more wit than ever schoolrboy had. 
And learned his Trivium thus without the rod ; 
But Alcuin said it was the grace of God. 

Thus he grew up, in Logic pointdeyice. 

Perfect in Grammar, and in Bhetoric nice ; 

Science of Numbers, Geometric art, 

And lore of Stars, and Music knew by heart; 

A Minnesinger, long before the times 

Of those who sang their love in Suabian riiymea. 



The Emperor, when he heard this good report 
Of Eginhard much buned about the court, 
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Said to bimieli, ** This ttripliiig seems to be 
Purposelj sent into the worid for me ; 
He shall beeome my scribe, sod shall be schooled 
In all the arts whereby the world is ruled/' 
Thus did the gentle Eginhard attain 
To honor in the oourt of Charlemagne ; 
Became the sovereign's &Yorite, his right hand. 
So that his fame was great in all the land. 
And all men loved him for his modest grace 
And oomeliness of flffnre and of face. 
An inmate of the palace, yet rednse, 
A man of books, yet sacred from abuse 
Among the armed knights with spar on bed. 
The tramp of horses and the clang of steel ; 
And as the Emperor promised he was schooled 
In an the arts by which the world is mled. 
Bat the one art supreme, whose law is fate. 
The Emperor never dreamed of till too late* 

Home from her convent to the palace came 
The lovely Princess Emma, whose sweet name. 
Whispered by seneschal or sung by bard. 
Had often touched the soul of Eginhard. 
He saw her from his window, as in state 
She came, by knights attended through the gate ; 
He saw her at the banquet of that day, 
Fresh as the mora, and beautiful as May ; 
He saw her in the garden, as she strayed 
Among the flowers of summer with her maid. 
And said to him, ^ O Eginhard, disclose 
The meaning and the mystefy of the rose ; '' 
And trembling ho made answer : ^ In good sooth, 
Ito mysteiy is love, its meaning youth t ** 
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How can I teU the signals and the signs 
By which one heart another heart divines ? 
How can I tell the many thousand ways 
By which it keeps the secret it betrays ? 

O mystery of love ! O strange romance ! 
Among the Peers and Paladins of France, 
Shining in steel, and prancing on gay steeds, 
NoUe by birth, yet nobler by great deeds. 
The Princess Emma had no words nor looks 
Bat for this derk, this man of thonght and 
books. 

The summer passed, the aotomn came ; the stalks 
Of lilies blackened in the garden walks ; 
The leaves fell, mssetf^lden and blood-red. 
Love-letters thought the poet fancy-led. 
Or Jove descending in a shower of gold 
Into the lap of Danae of old ; 
For poets cherish many a strange conoeiti 
And love transmutes all nature by its heat. 
No more the gaiden lessons, nor the dark 
And hurried meetings in the twilight park ; 
But now the studious lamp, and the delig^ 
Of firesides in tlie silent winter nights. 
And watching from his window hour by hour 
The light that burned in Princess Emma's tower* 

At length one night, while musing by the fire, 
Overcome at last by his insane desire, — 
For what will reckless love not do and dare ? 
He crossed the court, and climbed the winding 
stair. 
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With some feigned message in the Emperor's 



But when he to the lady's presence oame 
He knelt down at her f eet| until she laid 
Her hand npon him, like a naked blade, 
And whispered in his ear : ^ Arise, Sir Knight, 
To my heart's level, O my heart's delight." 

And there he lingered till the crowing cock. 
The Aleotryon of the farmyard and the flock, 
Sang his anbade with lusty voice and clear, 
To tell the sleeping world that dawn was near. 
And then they parted ; but at parting, lo I 
They saw the palace courtyard white with snow, 
And, placid as a nun, the moon on high 
Gazing from cloudy cloisters of the sky. 
*^ Alas 1 " he said, ^^ how hide the fatal line 
Of footprints leading from thy door to mine, 
And none returning I " Ah, he little knew 
What woman's wit, when put to proof, can do ! 

That night the Emperor, sleepless with the cares 
And troubles that attend on state affairs. 
Had risen before the dawn, and musing ga^ed 
Into the silent night, as one amased 
To see the calm that reigned o'er all supreme. 
When his own reign was but a troubled dream. 
The moon lit up the gables capped with snow. 
And the white roofs, and half the court below. 
And he beheld a form, that seemed to cower 
Beneath a burden, come from Emma's tower, — 
A woman, who upon her shoulders bore 
Clerk Eginhard to his own private door. 
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And ihen retumed in haste, bnt still essayed 
To tread the footprints she herself had made ; 
And as she passed across the lighted space, 
The Emperor saw his daughter Eimma*s &oe 1 

He started not; he did not speak or moan. 
Bat seemed as one who hath been tamed to stone; 
And stood there like a statae, nor awoke 
Oat of his trance of pain, till morning broke. 
Till the stars faded, and the moon went down. 
And o*er the towers and steeples of the town 
Came the gray daylight ; then the san, who took 
The empire of the world with sovereign look, 
Soffosing with a soft and golden glow 
All the dead landsciqpe in its shroad of snow. 
Touching with flame the tapering chapel spires, 
Windows and roofs, and smoke of honsehold firea, 
And kindling park and palace as he came ; 
The stork's nest on the chimney seemed in flame. 
And thus he stood till Eginhard appeared, 
Demore and modest with his comely beard 
And flowing flaxen tresses, come to ask. 
As was his wont, the day's appointed task. 
The Emperor looked upon him with a smile. 
And gently said : ^ My son, wait yet awhile ; 
This hour my oooncil meets upon some great 
And very urgent business of the state. 
Come back within the hour. On thy retom 
The work appointed for thee shalt thou learn*** 



Having dismissed this gallant Troubadour, 
He summoned straight hb council, and secure 
And steadfast in his purpose, from the throne 
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All ihe adventure of the night made known ; 
Then asked for sentenoe ; and with eager breath 
Some answered banishment, and others death. 

Then spake the king: ^* Your sentenoe is not mine ; 

Life is the gift of God, and is divine ; 

Nor from these palaoe walls shall one depart 

Who carries such a secret in his heart ; 

My better judgment points another way. 

Good Alcuin, I remember how one day 

When my Pepino asked you, ^ What are men ? ' 

You wrote upon his tablets with your pen, 

^ Gruests of the grave and travellers that pass I ' 

This being true of all men, we, alas I 

Being all fashioned of the selfsame dust, 

Let us be merciful as well as just; 

This passing traveller, who hath stolen away 

The brightest jewel of my crown to^y. 

Shall of himself the precious gem restore ; 

By giving it, I make it mine once more. 

Over those fatal footprints I will throw 

My ermine mantle like another snow.** 



Then Eg^inhard was summoned to the hall. 

And entered, and in presence of them all. 

The Emperor said : ** My son, for thou to me 

Hast been a son, and evermore shalt be, 

Long hast thou served thy sovereign, and thy seal 

Pleads to me with importunate appeal. 

While I have been foigetful to requite 

Thy service and affection as was right. 

But now the hour is come, when I, thy Lord, 

Will crown thy love with such supreme reward. 
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A gift so preoioiiB kings haye striven in vain 
To win it from the hands of Charlemagne.'* 



Then sprang the portals of the chamber 
And Princess Emma entered, in the pride 
Of birth and beanty, that in part overcame 
The conscious terror and the blush of shame. 
And the good Emperor rose up from his throne* 
And taking her white hand within his own 
Placed it in Eginhaid's, and said : ** My son* 
This b the gift thy constant seal hath won ; 
Thns I repay the royal debt I owe, 
And cover up the footprints in the snow.** 

INTERLnDE. 

Thus ran the Stadent*s pleasant rhyme 
Of Eginhard and love and youth ; 
Some doubted its historic truth. 
But while they doubted, ne*ertheless 
Saw in it gleams of truthfulness. 
And thanked the Monk of Lanresheim. 

This they discussed in various mood ; 
Then in the silence that ensued 
Was heard a sharp and sudden sound 
As of a bowstring snapped in air ; 
And the Musician with a bound 
Sprang up in terror from his chair. 
And for a moment listening stood. 
Then strode across the ro<Hn, and found 
His dear, his darling violin 
Still lying safe asleep within 
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Its little cradle, like a child 

That gives a sudden cry of pain, 

And wakes to fall asleep again ; 

And as he looked at it and smiled, 

By the uncertain light beguiled, 

Despair I two strings were broken in twain. 

While all lamented and made moan. 
With many a sympathetic word 
As if the loss had been their own. 
Deeming the tones they might have heard 
Sweeter than they had heard before. 
They saw the Landlord at the door. 
The missing man, the portly Squire I 
He had not entered, but he stood 
With both arms full of seasoned wood. 
To feed the much-devouring fire. 
That like a lion in a cage 
Lashed its long tail and roared with rage. 

The missing man I Ah, yes, they said. 
Missing, but whither had he fled ? 
Where had he hidden himself away ? 
No farther than the bam or shed ; 
He had not hidden himself, nor fled ; 
How should he pass the rainy day 
But in his bam with hens and hay. 
Or mending harness, cart, or sled ? 
Now, having come, he needs must stay 
And tell his tale as well as they. 

The Landlord answered only : ^* These 
Are logs from the dead apple*trees 
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Of the old orchard planted here 

By the first Howe of Sudbury. 

Nor oak nor maple has so dear 

A flame, or bums so quietly. 

Or leaves an ash so dean and ^riiite ; ** 

Thinking by this to put aside 

The impending tale that terrified ; 

When suddenly, to his delight, 

The Theologian interposed. 

Saying that when the door was dosed. 

And they had stopped that draft of oold. 

Unpleasant night air, he proposed 

To tell a tale world-wide apart 

From that the Student had just told ; 

World-wide apart, and yet akin. 

As showing that the human heart 

Beats on forever as of old. 

As well beneath the snow-white fold 

Of Quaker kerdiief , as within 

Sendal or silk or doth of gold. 

And without preface would begin. 

And then the clamorous dock stmok eight, 

Deliberate, with sonorous chime 

Slow measuring out the march of time, 

Like some grave Consul of Old Borne 

In Jupiter's temple driving home 

The nails that marked the year and date. 

Thus interrupted in his rhyme. 

The Theologian needs must wait ; 

But quoted Horace, where he sings 

The dire Necessity of things, 

That drives into the roo& sublime 
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Of new-lmilt houses of the great 

The edamMitine nails of Fate* i 

When ooaiioit the Httle oarillon 
To herald from its wooden tower 
The important transit of the hoiir» 
The Theologian hastened on. 
Content to be allowed at last 
To sing his Idyl of the Past 



THE THEOLOGIAN'S TALE. 

XUZABBTH* 

», 16m 



I. 

^Ab, how short are the daysl How soon the 

night OTortakes as ! 
In the old oo nnti y the twilight b longer; but here 

in the forest 
Suddenly oomes the dark, with hardly a panse in 

US ooming. 
Hardly a moment between the two lights, the day 

and the lamplight ; 
Tet how grand is the winter I How spotless the 

snow is, and perfect I ** 

Thos spake Eliabeth Haddon at nightfadl to 

Hannah the h w itftmaHt 
As in the fium-hoose kitchen, that serred for 

kitchen and parlor. 
By the window she sat with her work, and looked 

oo a landscape 
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Wliite as the great wliite sheet that Peter saw in 

his vision. 
By the f onr oomers let down and tjaafttmilmg oat 

of the heavens. 
Covered with snow were the forests of pine, and 

the fields and the meadows. 
Nothing was dark bat the sky, and the distant 

Delaware flowing 
Down from its native hills, a peaoeful and boonli* 

fal river. 



Then with a smile on her lips made answvr 

Hannah the honsemaid : 
^ Beaatifnl winter ! yea, the winter is beantifol, 

surely, 
If one ooold only walk like a fly with one*s feet on 

the ceiling. 
But the great Delaware Biver is not like tiie 

Thames, as we saw it 
Out of our upper windows in Botherhithe Street 

in the Borough, 
Crowded with masts and sails of vessels eoming 

and going; 
Here there is nothing but pines, with patches of 

snow on their branches. 
There is snow in the air, and see ! it is fidling 

already; 
All the roads will be blocked, and I pity Joseph 

to-morrow, 
Breaking his way through the drifts, with his sled 

and oxen ; and then, too, 
How in all the world shall we get to Meeting on 

Rrst-Day?" 
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Bot Eliabeth checked her, and answered, mildly 

reproying: 
^ Surely the Lord will provide ; for onto the enow 

Hesayeth, 
Be thoo on the earth, the good Lord sayeth ; He 

18 it 

Oi?eth now like wool, like aihee scatters the hoai^ 

So she folded her work and laid it away in her 
basket 

Meao^rfiile Hannah the housemaid had dosufd 

and fastened the shatters, 
Spread the doth, and lighted the lamp on the 

table, and placed there 
Plates and cops from the dresser, the brown rye 

loaf, and the batter 
iVesh from the daiiy, and then, protecting her 

hand with a holder. 
Took from the crane in the chimney the steaming 

and simmering kettle, 
Poised it aloft in the air, and filled op the 

earthen teapot. 
Made in Delft, and adorned wiUi €puint and woo- 

derfal flgares« 

Then Eliabeth said, "« Lo I Joseph is long on 

his errand. 
I have sent him away with a hamper of food and 

of clothing 
For the poor in the village. A good lad and 

oheerfal is Joseph ; 
In the right place is his heart, and his hand is 

ready and willing.** 



\ 
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Thus in praise of her aerrant she spake, and 

Hannah the housemaid 
Laughed with her eyes, as she listened, hat gonf^ 

emed her tongue, and was silent. 
While her mistress went on : ** The house is far 

from the village; 
We should he lonely here, were it not for Friends 

that in passing 
Sometimes tarry overnight, and make us glad by 

their coming." 

Thereupon answered Hannah the housemaid, 

the thri%, the frugal : 
^ Yea, they oome and they tarry, as if thy house 

were a tavern ; 
Open to all are its doors, and they come and go 

like the pigeons 
In and out of the holes of the pigeon-house over 

the hayloft, 

and smoothing their feathers and basking 

themselves in the sunshine." 



But in meekness of spirit, and calmly, Eliiaheth 

answered : 
^All I have is the Lord's, not mine to give or 

withhold it ; 
I but distribute his gifts to the poor, and to those 

of his people 
Who in joumeyings often surrender their lives to 

his service. 
His, not mine, are the gifts, and only so far can I 

make them 
Mine, as in giving I add my heart to whatever ia 

given. 
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Therefore my exoeUent ^ther first baih this hoose 

in the olearing; 
Though he came not himeelf, I came ; for the Lord 

was mygoidanoe, 
Leading me here for this service. We must not 

gmdge, then, to others 
Ever the cap of cold water, or ommbe that bJl 

from orar laUe.** 

Thos rebuked, for a seMon was silent the peni- 
tent honsi^insid ; 

And Eliiaheth said in tones even sweeter and 
softer: 

^ Doet thoo remember, Hannah, the great liay- 
Meeting in London, 

When I was still a child, how we sat in the silent 
assembly. 

Waiting upon the Lord in patient and passive 
submission ? 

No one spake, till at length a young man, a stran* 
ger, John Estangh, 

Moved by the Spirit, rose, as if he were John the 
Apostle, 

Speaking such words of power that they bowed 
our hearts, as a strong wind 

Bends the grass of the fields, or grain that is ripe 
for the sickle. 

Thoughts of him to-day have been oft borne in- 
ward upon me, 

Wherefore I do not know ; bat strong is the feel- 
ing within me 

lliat once more I shall see a face I have never 
foigotten.'* 
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n. 



E'en aa she spake they heaid the munoal ysof^ cf 

aleigk-bells, 
First far off, with a dieamy soimd and faint in the 

distance, 
Then growing nearer and londer, and taming into 

the farmyard. 
Till it stopped at the door, with sadden ereakii^ 

of rannenu 
Then there were yoioes heard as of two men talk- 
ing together. 
And to herself, as she listened, apbraiding said 

Hannak the hoasemaid, 
*^It is Joseph oome back, and I wonder what 

stranger is with him.'* 

Down from its nail she todc and lighted the 

great tin lantern 
Pierced with holes, and roond, and roofed like the 

top of a lighthouse. 
And went forth to receive the coming goest at the 

doorway. 
Casting into the dark a network of glimmer and 

shadow 
Over the falling snow, the yellow slu^ and the 

horses, 
And the forms of men, snow«oovered, looming 

gigantic 
Then giving Josepk the lantern, she entered the 

hoase with the stranger. 
Youthful he was and tall, and his oheeki aglow 

with the niffht air ; 
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And aa he entered, Elinbeth roee, and, going to 

meet hini| 
As if an nnaeen power had announced and pre> 

ceded his preaenoe. 
And he had come aa one whoee coming had long 

been expected. 
Quietly ga^e him her hand, and aaid, ^ Thou art 

welcome, John Detaogh**' 
And the atranger replied, with ataid and qniet be- 
havior, 
"« Doet thoo remember me atill, Eliabeth ? After 

aomany 
Years have paaseJ, it seemeth a wonderfol thing 

that I find thee. 
Sorely the hand of the Lord conducted me here to 

thythreahokL 
For aa I journeyed along, and pondered ahme and 

in ffflfflwe 
On hia ways, that are paat finding oat, I aaw in the 

anow-miat. 
Seemingly weaiy with travel, a wayfarer, who by 

the way^de 
FiMised and waited. ForthwiUi I remembered 

Queen Gandace*a eonnch. 
How on the way that goea down from Jemaalem 

mitoGasai 
Beading Eaaiaa the Prophet, he journeyed, and 

apakemito Philip, 
Praying him to come up and ait in hia chariot with 

him. 
So I greeted the man, and he moonted the aledge 



And aa we talked on the way he told me of thee 
and thy hffmw rt ead. 
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How, being led by the light of the Spirit, Huit 
never deoeiveth, 

Full of zeal for the work of the Lord, thou hadat 
oome to this oountiy. 

And I remembered thy name, and thy father and 
mother in England, 

And on my journey have stopped to see thee, Elis- 
abeth Haddon, 

Wishing to strengthen thy hand in the labors of 
love thou art doing/' 

And Elizabeth answered with confident voioe, 

and serenely 
Looking into his &oe with her innocent eyes as 

she answered, 
*^ Surely the hand of the Lord is in it ; hb SfHrit 

hath led thee 
Out of the darkness and storm to the light and 

peace of my 



Then, with stamping of feet the door was opened, 
and Joseph 

Entered, bearing the lantern, and, oazefnlly blow- 
ing the light out. 

Hung it up on its nail, and all sat down to their 
supper ; 

For underneath that roof was no distinction of per- 
sons. 

But one family only, one heart, one hearth, and 
one household. 

When the supper was ended they drew thdr 
chairs to the fireplace, 
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Spacioniii open-heuted, profoie of flame and of 

firewood. 
Lord of forests nnfelled, and not a gleaner of 

Sprsading its arms to embram with ineihanstiUe 

boontj 
AH wlio fled from the oold, exultant, laughing at 

winter 1 
Only Hannah the hoosemaid was busy in clearing 

the table, 
Coming and going, and bustling about in doset 

and chamber. 

Then Elinbeth told her story again to John 

E^stau^i, 
Going far haek to the past, to the early days of 

her childhood ; 
How she had waited and watched, in all her doubts 

and besetments, 
Comforted with the extendings and holy, sweet in- 
flowings 
Of ihe spirit of love, tiU the voice imperative 

sounded. 
And she obeyed the voice, and cast in her lot with 

her people 
Here in the desert land, and God would provide 

for the issue. 

Meanwhile Joseph sat with folded hands, and 

demurely 
Listened, or seemed to listen, and in the silence 

that followed 
Nothing was heard for a while but the step of 

Hannah the housemaid 
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WaUnng the floor oyerhead, and aettiiig the ohaiii- 

bers in order. 
And Elizabeth said, with a smile of eompMsiow, 

** The maiden 
Haih a light heart in her breast, bat her feet an 

heavy and awkward." 
Inwardly Joseph laughed, but goyemed his tongoft, 

and was silent. 

Then came the hour of sleep, death's ooanter- 

f eit, nightly rehearsal 
Of the great Silent Assembly, the Meeting of 

shadows, where no man 
Speakeih, but all are still, and the peace and reel 

are unbroken ! 
Silently oyer that hoose the hlesmng of slrnnhw 

descended. 
But when the morning dawned, and the son up- 
rose in his splendor. 
Breaking his way through doads that enoombered 

his path in the heayens, 
Joseph was seen with his sled and oxen breaking a 

pathway 
Through the drifts of snow; the horses already 

were harnessed. 
And John Estaugh was standing and taking leave 

at the threshold. 
Saying that he should return at the Meeting in 

May ; while above them 
Hannah the housemaid, the homely, was looking 

out of the attic. 
Laughing aloud at Joseph, then suddenly dosiiig 

the casement. 
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▲s the bifd in a oockoo-dook peeps oat of its win* 

dow. 
Then diaappean again, and oloiee the shatter be- 
lt 



Now was the winter gone, and the snow; and 
Robin the Redbreast 

Boasted on bosh and tree it was he, it was he and 
no other 

That had ooTered with leaTes the Babes in the 
Wood, and blithely 

All the birds sang with him, and little oared for 
^ i f boasting. 

Or for his Babes in the Wood, or the Crnel Unde, 
and only 

Sang for the mates they had ohosen, and oared for 
the nests they were boilding. 

With them, bot more sedately and meekly, Elisa- 
beth Haddon 

Sang in her inmost heart, bat her lips were silent 
and songless. 

Tlins came the lorely spring with a rash of blos- 
soms andmnsio. 

Flooding the earth with flowers, and the air with 
melodies TemaL 

Then it oame to pass, one plesssnt morning, 
that slowly 
Up the road there came a caTaloade, as of pil- 
grims. 
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Men and women, wending their waj to the Qpaay 

terly Meeting 
In the neighboring town; and with them came 

riding John Estaogh* 
At Elizabeth's door they stopped to resti and 

alighting 
Tasted the currant wine, and the bread of ije, and 

the honey 
Brought from the hives, that stood by the soni^ 

wall of the garden ; 
Then remounted their horses, refreshed, and ooo- 

tinued their journey. 
And Elizabeth with them, and Joseph, and Hannah 

the housemaid. 
But, as they started, Elizabeth lingered a little, 

and leaning 
Over her horse's neck, in a whisper said to Jdm 

Estangh: 
^ Tany awhile behind, for I have something to teD 

thee. 
Not to be spoken lightly, nor in the presence of 

others; 
Them it conoemeth not, onfy thee and me it cod* 

cemeth* 
And they rode slowly along throng^ the woods, 

conversing together. 
It was a pleasure to breathe the fragrant air of tiis 

forest; 
It was a pleasure to live on that bright and h^ipy 

May morning I 

Then Elizabeth said, though still with a certain 
reluctance. 
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▲s if impelled to reveal a eeeret she £un woali 

have gnarded; 
** I will no longer ooooeal what ie laid upon me to 

tell thee; 
I have reoeiTed from the Lord a ehaige to love 

thee, John Eetaa|^'' 

And John Eitangh made answer, sorprised at 

the words she had qxdcen, 
** Pleasant to me are thy oonverse, thy ways, thy 

meekness of spirit ; 
Pleasant thy frankness of qieeoh, and thy soal*s 

immaoolate whiteness. 
LoTe without dissimulation, a holy and inward 

adorning. 
Bat I hare yet no light to Isad me, no Toioe to 

direct me. 
When the Lord^s woA is done, and the toil and 

the labor completed 
He hath appointed to me, I will gather into the 

stillness 
Of my own heart awhile, and listen and wait for 

his goidance.** 

Then Eliabeth said, not troubled nor wounded 
in spirit, 

^ So is it best, John EstangL We will not speak 
of it further. 

It hath been laid upon me to tell thee this, for to- 
morrow 

Thon art going away, aoross the sea, and I know 
not 
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When I shall see thee more ; but if the Lord hath 

decreed it. 
Thou wilt letorn again to seek me here and to find 

me. 
And they rode onward in silence, and entered the 

town with the others. 

IV. 

Ships that pass in the night, and speak each other 

in passing. 
Only a signal shown and a distant Toioe in the 

darkness; 
So on the ocean of life, we pass and speak <Hie 

another. 
Only a look and a yoioe, then darkness again and 

a silence. 

Now went on as of old the quiet life of the 

homestead. 
Patient and nnrepining Eliieabeth labored, in all 

things 
Mindfol not of herself, but bearing the burdens of 

others. 
Always thoughtful and kind and untroubled ; and 

Hannah the housemaid 
Diligent early and late, and rosy with washing and 

scouring, 
Still as of old disparaged the eminent merits of 

Joseph, 
And was at times reproved for her light and frothy 

behavior. 
For her shy looks, and her careless words, and her 

evil surmisings. 
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Being pre— od down iomewhat, like a oert whh 

ibeATee overladen. 
Am she would ■ometiinee lay to Joeeph, quoting the 

Scriptuxes* 

Ifeanwbile John Eetaqgh departed aoroas the 

■ea, and departing 
Carried hid in his heart a leeret sacred and pr^ 

dons, 
Filling its chambers with fragranoe, and seeming 

to him in its sweetness 
Maiy's ointment of spikenard, that filled all the 

boose with its odor. 
O lost days of delight, that are wasted in doabting 

and waiting 1 
O lost boors and days in which we might have 

been happy I 
Bot the light shone at last, and goided his wavers 

ing footsteps. 
And at last came the voice, imperative, qoestioD- 

less, certain* 



Then John Estangh came back o'er the sea for 

the gift that was offered. 
Better than booses and lands, the gift of a wmnan's 

affection. 
And on the Ilrst-Day that followed, he rose in the 

Silent Assembly, 
Holding in his strong hand a hand that tremUed 

a little, 
Phxnising to be kind and tme and faithfol in all 

things. 
Such were the marriage rites of John and Elum- 

Dstn JliStaoffn* 
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And not otherwise Joeeph, the hooetl» the dIL- 

gent aervanti 
Sped in hU beehful wooing wilh homelj Hannah 

the housemaid ; 
For when he asked her the qnestion, she aaswcivd, 

** Nay ; " and then added : 
^^ But thee may make believe, and see what will 

oome of it, Joseph**' 



INTERLUDE. 

*^ A PLEASANT and a winsome tale,** 
The Student said, ^ thou^ someiriiat pale 
And quiet in its eobring, | 

As if it caught its tone and air 
From the gray suits that Quakers wear ; 
Yet worthy of some Grerman hard. 
Rebel, or Yoss, or Eberfaard, 

Who love of humble themes to nng, ' 

In humble verse ; but no more true 
Than was the tale I told to you*** 

The Theologian made reply, 

And with some warmth, ^ That I deny ; 

*T is no invention of my own. 

But something well and widely known 

To readers of a riper age. 

Writ by the skilful hand that wrote 

The Indian tale of Hobomok, 

And Philothea's classio page. 

I fouud it like a waif afloat, 

Or dulse uprooted from its rode, 

On the swift tides that ebb and flow 
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In duly papers, and at flood 
Bear freighted resaels to and fro, 
But later, when the ebb is low. 
Leave a long waste of sand and mud.** 

^ It matters little,*' qnoth the Jew ; 
^'The doak of truth is lined with lies, 

Sayeth some proverb old and wise ; 

And Loye is master of all arts. 

And puts it into human hearts 

The strangest things to say and do.** 

And here the eontroyer^ closed 

Abruptly, ere *t was well b^;un ; 

For the Sicilian interposed 

With, ^* Lordlings, listen, every one 

That listen may, unto a tale 

That *s merrier than the nightingale ; 

A tale that cannot boast, forsooth, 

A single rag or shred of truth ; 

That does not IcaTO the mind in doubt 

As to the with it or without ; 

A naked falsehood and absurd 

As mortal ever told or heard. 

Therefore I tell it ; or, maybe. 

Simply because it pleases me.** 
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THE SICnJAirS TALE. 

THX MONK OF CikBAL-KAfleiOHL 
Knidied Felmiaiy 9, 1878. 

Once on a time, some oentories ago. 
In the hot smishiiie two RanoiacMi frian 

Wended their weary way, with footsteps alow. 
Back to theb eonvent, whooe white walls and 
spires 

Gleamed on the hUlnde like a patch of snow ; 
Coyered with dost they were, and torn by brian, 

And bore like sompter^nnles npon their backs 

The badge of poverty, their beggar*s sacks. 

The first was &other Anthony, a spare 

And silent man, with pallid chedcs and thin. 

Much given to vigils, penance, fssting, prayer. 
Solemn and gray, and worn with ili«mpKi*^^ 

As if his body but white ashes were. 

Heaped on the living coals that glowed within; 

A simple monk, like many of his day. 

Whose instinct was to listen and ob^. 

A different man was Brother Timothy, 
Of larger mould and of a coarser paste; 

A rubicund and stalwart monk was he. 
Broad in the shoulders, broader in tiis waist, 

Who often filled the dull fef ectoiy 
With noise by which the convent was disgraced. 

But to the mass-bode gave but little heed. 

By reason he had never leanied to read 
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Now, M they ptaaed the oatBldrts of a wood. 
They law, with mingled pleMore and surprise, 

Fast tethered to a tree an ass, that stood 
Laiily winking his Urge, limpid eyes. 

The &riner Crilbert, of that neighborhood. 
His owner was, who^ looking for supplies 

Of fsgots, deeper in the wood had strayed, 

Leaying his beast to ponder in the shade. 

As soon as Brother Timothy espied 
The patient animal, he said ; '^Gtood-laek I 

Thus for our needs doth ProTidenoe provide ; 
We'll lay our wallets on the creature's baoL" 

This being done, he leisurely untied 
From head and neck the halter of the jack, 

And put it round his own, and to the tree 

Stood tethered &st as if the ass were ha. 



And, bursting forth into a meny laugh. 
He cried to Brother Anthony: *^ Away I 

And drive the ass before you with your staff; 
And when you reach the convent you may say 

You left me at a farm, half tired and half 
m with a fever, for a night and day. 

And that the farmer lent this ass to bear 

Our wallets, that are heavy with good &re.*' 

Now Brother Anthony, who knew the pranks 
Of &other Timothy, would not persuade 

Or reason with him on his quirks and cranks, 
But, being obedient, silently obeyed ; 

And, «i«it '"g with his staff th g ass*s ^**»^f*, 
Drove him before him over hill and glade. 



lI 
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Safe with his proyend to the oonyent gate, 
Leaying poor Brother Timothy to his fate. 

Then Oilbert, laden with &gots for his fixe, 
Forth iflsned from the wood, and stood agfaart 

To see the ponderous body of the friar 
Standing where he had left his donkey last 

Trembling he stood, and dared not yentore nigher. 
But stared, and gaped, and crossed himself fufl 
fast; 

For, being credulous and of little wit, 

He thought it was some demon from the pit. 

While speechless and bewildered thus he gaaed. 
And dropped his load of &gots on the ground. 

Quoth Brother Timothy : ^ Be not amaaeH 
That where you left a donkey should be found 

A poor Franciscan friar, half -^tanred and erased. 
Standing demure and with a halter bound ; 

But set me free, and hear the piteous story 

Of Brother Timothy of Casal-Maggiore. 

^ I am a sinful man, although you see 
I wear the consecrated cowl and cape ; 

You neyer owned an ass, but you owned me. 
Changed and transfonned from my own natnal 
shape 

All for the deadly sin of gluttony, 

From which I could not otherwise esc^ie. 

Than by this penance, dieting on grass, 

And being worked and beaten as an 

** Think of the ignominy I endured ; 
Think of the miserable life I led. 
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The toil and blows to which I was inured. 
My wietched lodging in a windy shed. 

My scanty fare so gmdgingly proomed. 

The damp and musty straw that formed my 
bed! 

But, haying done this penance for my sins, 

My life as man and monk again begins." 



The simple Gilbert, hearing words like these, 
Was conscience-stricken, and fell down apace 

Before the friar upon his bended knees, 

And with a suppliant Yoioe implored his grace ; 

And the good monk, now very much at ease. 
Granted him pardon with a smiling face, 

Nor could refuse to be that night his guest, 

It being late, and he in need of rest. 

Upon a hillside, where the oliye thriyes, 

With figures painted on its whitewashed walls, 

The cottage stood ; and near the humming hiyes 
Made murmurs as of far^ff water&Ils ; 

A place where those who loye secluded liyes 
Might liye content, and, free from noise and 
brawls, 

like Claudian's Old Man of Yerona here 

Measure by fruits the slow-reyolying year. 



And, coming to this cottage of content, 

They found his children, and the buxom wench 

His wife, Dame Cicely, and his father, bent 
With years and labor, seated on a bench, 

Bepeating oyer some obscure eyent 
In the old wars of Milanese and French ; 
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All weloomed the Franoiaoan, with a senae 
Of sacred awe and humble reveieiioe* 

When Gilbert told them what had oome to paaa, 
How beyond question, cavil, or surmise. 

Good Brother Timothy had been their ass, 
You should haye seen the wonder in their 
eyes; 

You should haye heard them ciy ^ Alas I alas!** 
Have heard their lamentations and theb sigfaal 

For all beUered the stoiy, and b^an 

To see a saint in <^»» afflicted man. 

Forthwith there was prepared a grand repaat» 

To satisfy the craving of the friar 
After so rigid and prolonged a fast ; 

The bustling housewife stirred the kitchen fire ; 
Then her two bam-yard fowls, her best and last 

Were put to deaUi, at her express desire. 
And served up with a salad in a bowl. 
And flasks of country wine to crown the wholsu 



It would not be believed should I repeat 
How hungiy Brother l^othy q>peared ; 

It was a pleasure but to see him eat. 
His white teeth flashing through his 
beard. 

His face aglow and flushed with wine and meat. 
His roguish eyes that rolled and laoghed and 
leered! 

Lord I how he drank the blood-red co untiy wine 

As if the village vintage were divinel 

1& TkMlMri 
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And all the while he talked without snroeaae, 
And told his merry tales with joyial glee 

That never flagged, but rather did increase. 
And laughed aloud as if insane were he. 

And wagged his red beard, matted like a fleece, 
And cast such glances at Dame Cicely 

That Gilbert now grew angry with his guest, 

And thus in words his rising wrath expressed* 

^^ Good father,*' said he, ^ easily we see 

How needful in some persons, and how right, 

Mortification of the flesh may be. 

The indulgence you have given it to-night, 

After long penance, clearly proves to me 

Your strength against temptation is but slight, 

And shows the dreadful peril you aro in 

Of a relapse into your deadly sin. 

*^ To-morrow morning, with the rising sun, 
Gk> back unto your convent, nor refrain 

From futing and from scourging, for you run 
Grreat danger to become an ass again, 

Since monkish flesh and asinine are one ; 
Therefore be wise, nor longer here renuun. 

Unless you wish the scourge should be applied 

By othttr hands, that will not spare your hide.*' 



When this the monk had heard, his color fled 
And then returned, like lightning in the air, 

TMH he was all one blush from foot to head. 
And even the bald spot in his russet hair 

Turned from its usual pallor to bright red I 
The old man was asleep upon his chair. 



/ 
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Then all retired, and aank into the deep 
And helpless imbecility of sleep. 

They slept until the dawn of day drew near, 
1^ the cook should have crowed, but did aoi 
orow, 

For they had slain the shining chantioleer 
And eaten him for sapper, as you know. 

The monk was np betimes and of good eheer. 
And, haying breakfasted, made haste to go, 

As if he heard the distant ma^ bell. 

And had but little time to say farewelL 

Fresh was the morning as the breath of kins ; 

Odors of herbs commingled with the sweet 
Balsamic eachalations of the pine ; 

A base was in the air presaging heat ; 
Uprose the sun aboye the Apennine, 

And all the misty valleys at its feet 
Were full of the delirious song of birds. 
Voices of men, and beUs, and low of herds. 



All this to Brother Timothy was nang^ ; 

He did not care for scenery, nor here 
His busy fancy found the thing it sought; 

But when he saw the convent walls appear. 
And smoke from kitchen chimneys upward oaog^ 

And whirled aloft into the atmosphere. 
He quickened his slow footsteps, like a beast 
That scents the stable a league off at least. 

And as he entered through the convent gate 
He saw there in the court the ass, who stood 
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Twirling hb ears about, and seemed to wait, 
Ju8t as he found him waiting in the wood ; 

And told the Prior that, to alleviate 
The daily labors of the brotherhood^ 

The owner, being a man of means and thrift, 

Bestowed him on the oonvent as a gift 

And thereupon the Prior for many days 
Beyolved this serious matter in his mind. 

And turned it over many different ways, 
Hoping that some safe issue he might find ; 

But stood in fear of what the world would say, 
If he accepted presents of this kind. 

Employing beasts of burden for the packs 

That lasy monks should cany on their backs. 

Then, to avoid all scandal of the sort, 
And stop the mouth of cavil, he decreed 

That he would cut the tedious matter short. 
And sell the ass with all convenient speed. 

Thus saving the expense of his support. 
And hoarding something for a time of need* 

So he despatched him to the neighboring Fair, 

And freed himself from cumber and from care* 

It happened now by chance, as some might say, 
Others perhaps would call it destiny, 

GKlbert was at the Fair ; and heard a bray, 
And nearer came, and saw that it was he, 

And whispered in his ear, ^ Ah, lackaday t 
Good fsther, the rebellious flesh, I see. 

Has changed you back into an ass again. 

And all my admonitions were in vain." 
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The ass, who felt this breathing in hb ear. 
Did not torn round to look, bat shook his 

As if he were not pleased these words to hear, 
And oontradicted all that had been said. 

And thb made Gilbert ciy in Toioe more dear, 
^ I know yon well ; yonr hair is rassetMl ; 

Do not deny it ; for you are the same 

Franciscan friar, and Timothy by name.** 

The ass, diongh now the secret had come out, 
Was obstinate, and shook his head again ; 

Until a crowd was gathered romid about 
To hear this dialogue between the twain ; 

And raised Aeir voices in a noisy shout 

When Gilbert tried to make tlie matter plain. 

And floated him and mocked him all day long 

With laughter and with jibes and scraps of song. 



«'If this be Brother Timothy,** they cried, 
M Bay him, and feed him on the tenderesfc gxaa ; 

Thou canst not do too mach for one so tried 
As to be twice transformed into an ass.*' 

So simple Gilbert bought him, and untied 
His halter, and o'er mountain and morass 

He led him homeward, talking as he went 

Of good behavior and a mind content 

The children saw them coming, and advanced. 
Shouting with joy, and hung about his nedc, — 

Not Gilbert's, but die ass's, -^ round him dam^, 
And wove green garlands wherewithal to deck 

His sacred person ; for again it ^l»%ti«ii^ 
Their childish feelings, without rein or ohadc. 
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Could not dinarimiiiato in any way 
A donkey from a friar of Orders Gray. 

*«0 Brother Timothy," the children said, 
** Yon have oome back to ns jnst as before ; 

We were afraid, and thought that yon were dead. 
And we should never see yon any more." 

And then they kissed the white star on his head, 
That like a birth-mark or a badge he wore, 

And patted him upon the neck and &oe. 

And said a thousand things with childish grace. 

miencef orward and f orerer he was known 
As Brother Timothy, and led alway 

A life of luxnry , till he had grown 
Ungrateful, being stuffed with com and hay. 

And very vioions. Then in angry tone. 
Rousing himself, poor Gilbert said one day, 

^ When simple kindness is misunderstood 

A little flagellation may do good." 



His many vices need not here be told ; 

Among them was a habit that he had 
Of flinging up hb heels at young and old. 

Breaking hb halter, running off like mad 
OW pasture-lands and meadow, wood and wold, 

And other misdemeanors quite as bad ; 
But worst of all was breaking from hb shed 
At night, and ravaging the cabbage-bed. 



So Brother Timothy went back once more 
To his old life of labor and distress ; 

Was beaten worse than he had been before ; 
And now, instead of comfort and caress. 
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Came labors manifold and trials sore ; 

And as his toils increased his food grew 
Until at last the great consoler. Death, 
Ended his many sufferings with his breath. 



Great was die lamentation when he died ; 

And mainly that he died impenitent ; 
Dame Cicely bewailed, the children cried. 

The old man still remembered the event 
In the French war, and Gilbert magnified 

His many virtoes, as he came and went, 
And sud : ** Heaven pardon Brother Timoihy, 
And keep ns from the sin of gluttony/ 



*9 



INTERLUDIL 

^ SiGNOE LuiGi," said the Jew, 
When the Sicilian's tale was told, 

^ The were-wolf is a legend old. 
But the were-ass is something new, 
And yet for one I diink it true. 
The days of wonder have not ceased ; 
If there are boasts in forms of men. 
As sure it happens now and then. 
Why may not man become a beast. 
In way of punishment at least ? 



^ But this I will not now discuss ; 
I leave the theme, that we may thus 
Remain within the realm of song. 
The story that I told before. 
Though not acceptable to all. 
At least you did not find too long. 
I b^ yon, let me try again, 
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With •omething in a different Tein, 
Before yon bid the oortain falL 
Meanwhile keep watch upon the door, 
Nor let the Landlord leave hb chair, 
Lett he should Tanish into air, 
And 80 elode oar search once more/* 

Thus saying, from his lips he blew 
A little ckmd of perfomed breath. 
And then, as if it were a clew 
To lead hb footsteps safely throogh. 
Began his tale as f oUoweth. 



THE SPANISH JEW*S SECOND TALK 

SCANDKaBBO. 

The battle is f ooght and won 
By King I/n^tf^afltt the Hnn, 
In fire of hell and death^s frost, 
On the day of Pentecost 
And in ront before his path 
From the field of battle red 
flee all that are not dead 
Of the army of Amurath. 

In the darkness of the night 
Iskander, the pride and boast 
Of that mighty Othman host, 
With his routed Turks, takes fiij^ 
From the battle fought and lost 
On the day of Pentecost ; 
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Leaving behind him dead 
The anny of Amnrath, 
The vanguard as it led^ 
The rearguard as it fled^ 
Mown down in the Uoody swadi 
Of the battle's aftermath. 

But he cared not for Hospodaiii 
Nor for Baron or Voivode, 
As on through the night he rode 
And gased at the &tefnl stars. 
That were shining overhead ; 
But smote his steed with his stuff. 
And smiled to himself, and said: 
is the time to laugh." 



In the middle of the night, 
In a halt of the hunying fli^it, 
There came a Scribe of the King 
Wearing his signet ring. 
And said in a voice severe: 
«'This is the first dark blot 
On thy name, George Gastriot I 
Alas I why art thou here. 
And the army of Amnrath slain. 
And left on the battle plain 7 '' 

And Iskander answered and said: 
^ They lie on the bloody sod 
By the hoofs of horses trod ; 
But this was the decree 
Of the watchers overhead ; 
For the war belongeth to God, 
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And in battle wbo are we. 
Who are we, that shall withstand 
The wind of his lifted hand?'* 



Then ho bade them bind with ^^^tif 
This man of books and brains ; 
And the Scribe said : "« What misdeed 
HaTe I done, that, without need. 
Thou doest to me this thing?'' 
And Iskander answering 
Said unto him : ** Not one 
Misdeed to mo hast thon done ; 
Bot for fear that thoa shooldst nm 
And hide thyself from me. 
Have I done this onto thee. 

^ Now write me a writing, O Seribe, 
And a blessing be on thy tribe I 
A writing sealed with thy ring, 
To King Amnrath's Pasha 
In the city of Croia, 
The city moated and walled. 
That he sorrender the same 
In the name of my master, the King ; 
For what is writ in his name 
Can never be recalled." 



And the Scribe bowed low in dread. 
And onto Iskander said : 
^ Allah is great and just, 
But we are as ashes and dnst ; 
How shall I do this thing. 
When I know that my gnilty head 
Will be forfeit to the King?" 
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Then swift as a shooting star 
The coTYed and shining blade 
Of Iskander's scimetar 
From its sheath, with jewels 
Shot, as he thundered : '' Write I '* 
And die trembling Scribe obeyed. 
And wrote in the fitfol glare 
Of the bivouac fire apart, 
With the chill of the midnight air 
On his forehead white and bare, 
And the chill of death in his heart 

Then again Iskander cried : 
^ Now follow whither I ride. 

For here thou must not stay. 

Thou shalt be as my dearest friend. 

And honors without end 

Shall surround thee on every ride, 

And attend thee night and day/' 

But the sullen Scribe replied : 
^ Our pathways here diride ; 
leadetb not thy way.** 



And even as he spoke 

Fell a sudden scimetar stroke. 

When no one else was near ; 

And the Scribe sank to the ground. 

As a stone, pushed from the brink 

Of a black pool, might sink 

With a sob and disappear ; 

And no one saw the deed ; 

And in the stillness around 

No sound was heard but the sound 
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Of the hoofs of lakander's steed. 
As forward he spnmg with a bound. 

Then onward he rode and afar, 
With scarce three hundred men. 
Through river and forest and fen, 
0*er the mountains of Argentar ; 
And hb heart was merry within. 
When he crossed the river Drin, 
And saw in the gleam of the mom 
The White Castle Ak-Hissar, 
The city Croia called. 
The city moated and walled. 
The city where he was bom, — 
And above it the morning star. 

Then his trampeters in the van 
On their silver bugles blew. 
And in crowds about him ran 
Albanian and Turkoman, 
That the sound together drew. 
And he feasted with his friends, 
And when they were warm with wine, 
He said : ^ O friends of mine. 
Behold what fortune sends. 
And what the fates designl 
King Amurath commands 
That my father^s wide domain. 
This city and all its lands. 
Shall be given to me again.** 

Then to the Castle White 
He rode in tegel state. 



1 
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And entered in at the gate 
In al^ his arms bedight, 
And gave to the Paaha 
Who ruled in Croia 
The writing of the King, 
Sealed with his signet ring. 
And the Pasha bowed his head, 
And after a silence said : 
^ Allah is just and great I 
I yield to the will diyine, 
The city and lands are thine ; 
Who shall contend with fate?" 

Anon from the casde walls 

The crescent banner falls, 

And the crowd beholds instead. 

Like a portent in the s^, 

Iskander^s banner fly, 

The Bhok Eagle with doaUe head ; 

And a shout ascends on high. 

For men*s souls are tired of the Taxks, 

And their wicked ways and worics. 

That have made of Ak-Hissar 

A city of the plague ; 

And the loud, exultant cry 

That echoes wide and far 

Is : ** Long live Scanderb^ I " 

It was thus Iskander came 
Once more unto his own ; 
And the tidings, like the flame 
Of a conflagration blown 
By the winds of summer, ran. 
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Tin the land wbb in a blase. 
And the cities &ur and near, 
Sayeth Ben Joehoa Ben Meir, 
In his Book of the Woids of the Days, 
** Were taken as a man 
Would take the tip of *-- " 



INTERLUDE. 

««Now that is after my own heart," 
The Poet cried ; ** one understands 
Yonr swarthy hero Scanderb^, 
Gkuintlet on hand and boot on leg. 
And skilled in every warlike art, 
Riding through his Albanian lands, 
And following the aospicioos star 
That shone for him o'er Ak-Hissar/' 

The Theologian added here 
His word of praise not less sincere, 
Although he ended with a jibe ; 
^ The hero of romance and song 
Was bom," he said, *^ to right the wrong; 
And I approve ; but all the same 
That bit of treason with the Scribe 
Adds nothing to your hero*s fame." 



The Student praised the good old times. 
And liked the canter of the rhymes. 
That had a hoofbeat in their sound ; 
But longed some further word to hear 
Of the old chronicler Ben Meir, 
And where his yolume misht be found. 
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The tall Masician walked the room 
With folded aims and gleaming eyee. 
As if he saw die VildngB rise, 
Grigantic shadows in the gloom ; 
And much he talked of their emprise, 
And meteors seen in Northern skies, 
And Heimdal*s horn, and day of doom. 
But the Sicilian langhed again ; 
^ This is the time to laugh,** he said. 
For the whole story he well knew 
Was an invention of the Jew, 
Spun from the cobwebs in his brain. 
And of the same bright scarlet thread 
As was the Tale of Kambalo. 

Only the Landlord spake no word ; 
T was doubtful whether he had heard 
The tale at all, so full of care 
Was he of his impending fate, 
That, like the sword of Damodea, 
Above his head hung blank and bare, 
Suspended by a single hair. 
So that he could not sit at ease, 
But sighed and looked disconsolate. 
And shifted restless in his chair, 
Bevolving how he might evade 
The blow of the descending blade. 

The Student came to his relief 
By saying in his easy way 
To the Musician : ** Calm your grief, 
My hit Apollo of the North, 
Balder the Beautiful and so forth ; 
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Althoogli your magio lyre or lute 
With broken stringB u lying mate, 
Still you can tell aome doleful tale 
Of shipwreck in a midnight gale. 
Or something of the kind to suit 
The mood that we are in to^iight 
For what is manrelloas and strange ; 
So give your nimble fancy range, 
And we will follow in its ^•-''* " 



Bot the Musician shook his head ; 
'' No tale I tell to-night," he said, 
** While my poor instrument lies there. 

Even as a child with vacant stare 

Idee in its litde coffin dead.*' 

Yet, being urged, he said at last : 
^ There comes to me out of the Past 
A voice, whose tones are sweet and wild. 
Singing a song almost divine. 
And with a tear in every line ; 
An ancient ballad, that my nurse 
Sang to me when I was a child. 
In accents tender as the verse ; 
And sometimes wept, and sometimes smiled 
While sbging it, to see arise 
The look of wonder in my eyes. 
And feel my heart with terror beat. 
This simple ballad I retain 
Clearly imprinted on my brain. 
And as a tale will now repeat'* 
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THE MUSICIAN'S TALE. 

XHS M OVHBB'S ^08T* 
Written Harah 20» 1878. 

SvENB Dtbinq he ridedi adown the glade ; 

I myself foas young/ 
There he hi^ wooed him ao wiiiBome a oiaid ; 
ir toords gladden so many a heart. 



Together were they for seven years, 
And together children six were theirs. 



Then came Death abroad throngh the land^ 
And Uighted the beautiful lily-wand. 

Svend Dyring he lideth adown the glade, 
And again hath he wooed him another maid. 

He hath wooed him a maid and brong^ home a 

bride, 
But she was bitter and foil of pride. 



When she came driving into the yard, 
llieie stood the six children weefmig so hard* 

llieie stood the small children with sorrowful 

heart; 
iVom before her feet she thmst them apart. 

She gave to them nnther ale nor bread ; 
** Ye shall so£Eer hnnger and hate,** she said. 
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She took from them their qailts of bine, 

And aud : *^ Ye shall Ue on the straw we strew/* 

She took from them the great waxlight : 
**Now ye shall lie in the dark at night*' 

In the evening late they eried with oold ; 
The mother heard it under the mould. 

The woman heard it the earth below : 
«<To my little children I most go/' 

She standeth before the Lord of all: 
•« And may I go to my children small?" 

She prayed him so long, and would not cease. 
Until he bade her depart in peace. 

^ At cock^srow thoa shalt return again ; 
Longer thou shalt not there remain ! " 

She girded up her s orrowfu l bones. 

And rifted the walls and the marble stones. 

As through the yillage she flitted by. 
The watch-dogs howled aloud to the s^. 

When she came to the castle gate. 
There stood her eldest daughter in wait 

** Why standest thou here, dear dan^ter mine? 
How &rQs it with brothers and sisters thine?'* 
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^ Never art thoa mother of mine, 
For my mother was both fidr and fine. 

^ My mother was white, with cheeks of red. 
But thon art pale, and like to the dead.** 

''How should I be fair and fine? 

I have been dead ; pale cheeks are mine* 

^ How should I be white and red. 
So long, so long have I been dead? ** 

When she came in at the chamber door. 
There stood the small children weeping sore. 

One she braided, another she brushed. 
The third she lifted, the f onrth she hashed. 



The fifth she took on her lap and pressed. 
As if she would suckle it at her breast 

llien to her eldest daughter said she, 

''Do thou bid Svend Dyring come hither to me.** 

Into the chamber when he came 

She spake to him in anger and shame. 

" I left behind me both ale and bread ; 
My children hunger and are not fed. 

*' I left behind me quilts of blue ; 
My children lie on the straw ye strew. 
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^ I left behind me the great waxlight; 
My ehildren lie in the dmrk at night 

^ If I come again onto your hall. 
As omel a late shall yon befall I 

^ Now crows the cook with feathers red; 
Back to the earth most all the dead* 

^Now crows the cock with feathers swart; 
The gates of heaven fly wide apart 



**Now crows the cock with feathers white ; 
I can abide no longer to-night*' 

Whenever they heard the watolKdogs wail. 
They gave the children bread and ale. 

Whenever they heard the watch-dogs bay, 
Hey feared lest the dead were on their way. 

Whenever they heard the watolKdogs bark, 

Imtjfself VHis young I 
They feared the dead oat there in the dark. 

Fair toards gladden bo many a heart. 

INTERLUDE. 

Touched by the pathos of these rhymes, 
The Theologian said : "^ All praise 
Be to the ballads of old times 
And to the bards of simple ways, 
Who walked with Nature hand in hand. 
Whose conntiy was their Holy Land, 
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Wbo66 smgiiig robes were homespim bvowii 
From looms of their own natiTe town, 
WUch they were not aBhumed to wear, 
And not of silk or sendal gay, 
Nor decked with fanoifol array 
Of oookle-sheUs from Oatre>Mer*** 

To whom the Student answered : ^ Yes ; 

All praise and honor I I confess 

That bread and ale, home-baked, home-brewed* 

Are wholesome and nntritioas food. 

But not enough for all our needs ; 

Poets — the best of them — are birds 

Of passage ; where their instinct leads 

They range abroad for thoughts and woida, 

And from all climes bring home the seeds 

That germinate in flowers or weeds. 

They are not fowls in barnyards bora 

To cackle o*er a grain of corn ; 

And, if yon shut the horiaon down 

To the small limits of their town. 

What do yon but degrade your bard 

Till he at last becomes as one 

Who thinks the aU-encirding sun 

Bises and sets in his back yard ? ** 

The Theologian said again : 
^ It may be so ; yet I maintain 
That what is native still is best, 
And little care I for tho rest 
T b a long stoiy ; time would fail 
To tell it, and the hour b late ; 
We will not waste it in debate. 
But listen to our Landlord*s tale.** 
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Ajid thoB the sword of Damodes 
Deooending not by slow degrees. 
Bat suddenly, on the Landlord fell. 
Who blushing, and with much demur 
And numy Tain apologies. 
Flocking up heart, began to tell 
The Bhyme of one Sir Christopher. 



THE LANDLORD'S TALE. 

THB BHTMB OF SIB CHUBTOPHXB. 
Wiitm Fabnaiy 25, 1878. 

It was Sir Christopher Gardiner, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulehre, 
From Meny England over the sea, 
Who stepped upon this oontinent 
As if his aogost presenoe lent 
A glory to the oolony • 

Yon shonld have seen him in the street 
Of the little Boston of Wmthrop's time. 
His rajner dancing at his feet. 
Doublet and hose and boots complete. 
Prince Rupert hat with ostrich plume, 
Gloves that eihaled a hint perfume. 
Luxuriant curls and air sublime. 
And superior manners now obsolete ! 

He had a way of saying things 
That made one think of courts and kings. 
And lords and ladies of high degree ; 
So that not having been at court 
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Seemed eomeihipg vexy little short 

Of treaeou or lese-majesty, 

Snoh mn aooomplished knight was he. 

His dwelling was jnst beyond the town. 
At what he called his ooontry-seat ; 
For, careless of Fortune's smile or frown. 
And weary grown of the world and its wajs. 
He wished to pass the rest of his days 
In a priyate life and a calm retreat 

But a double life was the life he led. 
And, while professing to be in seaieh 
Of a godly course, and willing, he said. 
Nay, anxious to join the Puritan church, 
He made of all this but small account, 
And pasBod his idle hours instead 
With roystering Morton of Merxy Mount, 
That pettifogger from Fumival's Inn, 
Lord of misrule and riot and sin. 
Who looked on the wine when it was red. 



oountiy-seat was little more 
Than a cabin of logs ; but in front of the door 
A modest flower-bed thickly sown 
With sweet alyssum and columbine 
Made those who saw it at once divine 
The touch of some other hand than his own. 
And first it was whispered, and then it was known. 
That he in secret was harboring there 
A little lady with golden hair. 
Whom he called his cousin, but whom he bad wed 
In the Italian manner, as men said. 
And great was the scandal eveiywhere. 
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But worse than this was the vagae sonnise, 

llioagh none conld vooch for it or aYer, 

That the Knight of the Holy Sepolohie 

Was only a Papist in disguise ; 

And the more to imbitter thmr bitter lives, 

And the more to trouble the public mind. 

Came letters from England, from two other wives. 

Whom he had carelessly left behind ; 

Both of them letters of such a kind 

As made the goyemor hold his breath ; 

The one imploring him straight to send 

The husband home, that he might amend ; 

The other asking his instant death. 

As the only way to make an end. 

The wary goremor deemed it right, 
When all this wickedness was revealed. 
To send his warrant signed and sealed. 
And take the body of the knight 
Armed with this mighty instrument, 
The marshal, mounting his gallant st oo d. 
Bode forth from town at the top of his speed. 
And f oUowed by all his bailiffs bold. 
As if on high achievement bent, 
To storm some castle or stronghold, 
Challenge the warders on tho wall. 
And seiae in his ancestral hall 
A robber-baron grim and oldL 

But when through all the dust and heat 
He came to Sir Christopher*s country seat, 
No knight he found, nor wttder there. 
But the little kdy with golden hair. 
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Wlio was gftdiering in the bright Banshine 
The sweet alyssnm and oolombine ; 
While gallant Sir ChriBtopher, all so gay. 
Being forewarned, through the poetem gate 
Of hia castle wall had tripped away, 
And was keeping a little holiday 
In the forests, that bounded his estate. 



Then as a tmsly squire and true 
The marshal searched the oastfe through. 
Not crediting what the lady said ; 
Searched from cellar to garret in vain. 
And, finding no knight, came oat again 
And arrested the golden damsel instead, 
And bore her in triumph into the town. 
While from her eyes the tears rolled down 
On the sweet alyssum and columbine, 
lliat she held in her fingers white and fine. 

The gOTemor^s heart was moved to see 

So &ir a creature caught within 

The snares of Satan and of sin. 

And he read her a little homily 

On the folly and wickedness of the fires 

Of wcmien half cousins and half wives ; 

But, seeing that naught his words anuled. 

He sent her away in a ship that sailed 

For Merry England over the sea, 

To the other two wives in the old countree. 

To search her further, since he had fsiled 

To come at the heart of the mysteiy. 

Meanwhile Sir Christopher wandered away 
Through pathless woods for a month and a day, 
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Sliooting pigeons, mnd sleeping at night 

With the noble Mvage, who took delight 

In his f efttheied hat and his reWet veet, 

His gun and his rapier and the rest 

Bat as soon as the noble saTSge heard 

That a bounty was offered for this gay Uid^ 

He wanted to slay him out of hand. 

And bring in his beantif nl scalp for a show. 

Like the glos^ head of a kite or crow, 

Until he was made to understand 

They wanted the bird alive, not dead ; 

Then he followed him whithersoerer he fled, 

Through forest and field, and hunted him down^ 

And brought him prisoner into the town. 

Alas I it was a rueful sight. 

To see this melancholy knight 

In such a dismal and hapless case ; 

His hat deformed by stain and dent, 

His plumage broken, his doublet rent, 

His heard and flowing locks forlorn. 

Matted, dishcTelled, and unshorn^ 

His boots with dust and mire besprent ; 

But dignified in his disgrace. 

And wearing an unblushing biob. 

And thus before the magistrate 

He stood to hear the doom of fate. 

In Tain he strove with wonted case 

To modify and extenuate 

His evil deeds in church and state. 

For gone was now his power to please ; 

And his pompous words had no more weight 

Than feathers flying in the breeae. 
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With saavity eqtial to his own 
The goTemor lent a patient ear 
To the speech oTasive and high-flown. 
In which he endeaTored to make dear 
That colonial laws were too serere 
When applied to a gallant caralier, 
A gendeman bom, and so well known. 
And aocnstomed to move in a higher sphera. 

All this the Puritan governor heaxd. 
And deigned in answer never a word ; 
But in sununary manner shipped away. 
In a vessel that sailed from Salem bay, 
Thb splendid and iamous cavalier. 
With his Rupert hat and his popery. 
To Meny England over the sea, 
As beins: unmeet to inhabit here. 



Thus endeth the Rhyme of Sir Christopher, 
Knight of the Holy Sepulchre, 
The first who furnished this barren land 
With i^les of Sodom and ropes of 



FINALE. 

Wiitta Fabnuwy 27, 18TS. 

These are the tales those merry guesti 
Told to each other, well or ill ; 
Like summer birds that lift their 
Above the borders of their nests 
And twitter, and again are stilL 
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These an the tales, or new or old. 
In idle moments idly told ; 
Flowers of the field with petals thin. 
Lilies that neither toil nor spin. 
And tofts of wayside weeds and gorse 
Hong in the parlor of the inn 
Beneath the sign of the Bed Horse. 

And still, reluctant to retire. 

The friends sat talking by the fire 

And watched the smouldering embers bom 

To ftflhofli, <M*^ fiash up again 

Into a momentary glow, 

Lingering like them when forced to go, 

And going when they would remain ; 

For on the morrow they must torn 

Their faces homeward, and the pain 

Of parting touched with its unrest 

A tender nerve in every breast. 

But sleep at last the victoiy won ; 
They must be stirring with the sun. 
And drowsily good night they said. 
And went still gossiping to bed. 
And left the parlor wrapped in gloom. 
The only live thing in the room 
Was the old dock, that in its pace 
Kept time with the revolving spheres 
And constellations in their fiight. 
And struck with its uplifted mace 
The dark, unconscious hours of night, 
To senseless and nnlistening ears. 
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Uprose the son ; mnd every gaerti 
Upriaeii, was soon equipped and dressed 
For jonmeying borne and city-ward ; 
The old stage-ooach was at the door. 
With horses harnessed, long before 
The siinBhine reached the withered swaid 
Beneatib the oaks, whose branches hoar 
Murmured: ^ Farewell foreYermore.** 

*'FarewellI'* the pordy Landlord cried ; 

^Farewell I " the parting (guests replied. 
Bat little thought that nerennore 
Their feet would pass that threshold o*er; 
That nevermore together there 
Would they assemble, free from care, 
To hear the oaks* mysterioos roar. 
And breathe the wholesome country air. 

Where are they now? What lands and skies 
Paint pictures in their friendly eyes ? 
What hope deludes, what promise cheers, 
What pleasant voices fill their ears ? 
Two are beyond the salt sea waves. 
And three already in their graves. 
Perchance the living still may look 
Into the pages of this book. 
And see the days of long ago 
Floating and fleeting to and fro, 
As in the well-remembered brook 
They saw the inverted landscape {^eam. 
And their own faces like a dream 
Look up upon them from below. 



> 



NOTES 



A$ andeni is iki$ kotUbrjf 
As onjf m tke land »ajf ft*. 
[The inieriptioB on the old Utoib ngn, D. H. 1686^ iadi- 
oeted probably the nune of D. Howep flnt kiidlotd of the 
Waynde Inn, and a further iiMeriptaoo on the eign gave 
£. H. (Eieldel Howe), 1740, and A. Howe, 1790.] 
Ptogel7. 

Writ mar a eaUmy ago 
Bjf tke groat M^ Motmmaa 
Whom Hawthorns has immorial 
[TIm lines are ae f oUowt : — 

WtaldoywitUAt 

Bm m food vriMlf 

IMHeo ywi MOST BOt teov U% 

UMlfahOOlO, 

DoilopoM 
TMMnyfolkvflli 



On anodnr pane appeaze the Ifajor'e name, Wm. Molineiiz 
Jr. Eeq., and the date, Jane 24, 1774. The allaaon k to 
Hawthome'e tale, Mg Kinsman^ M<^or MoUnoox, Haw- 
thorne, writing to Mr. Longfellow after the pablieataon of 
the 7oi«i, aajs, " It gratifies my mind to find my own name 
ihining in yonr TerM, ^ oTon ae if I bod been gasiag up 
at the moon and deteeted my own featnree in tla profile.**] 

Ftege26. Ths midnight rids of Pool Rswors. 

[It if pomiUe that Mr. Longfellow deriTed the etory from 
Ruil ReTere's aeooont of the incident in a letter to Dr. 
Jeremy Belknap, printed in Mate. His. ColL t. Mr. Proib- 
ingbam, in his Siegs of Boston^ pp. S7-W, gives the story 
mainly aeeoiding to a memotandnm of Riehard Deveas, R^ 
vere*s friend and associate. The pablication of Mr. Lon^ 
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lellow't poem oaUed out a pxotncted diiemsioB ImiUi m to 
the ehnich from which the signals were hung. And as to tha 
iriend who hong the lanterns. The snbjeet is djsrns i fi d and 
authorities otted in Memorial History of Botkm^ IIL 101.] 
^ige 32. Thk Falooh of Skr FKDmioa 
[The stoiy is f oond in the Deaxmarm^ Fifth day, Binth 
tale. As Booeaoeio, howerer, was not the first to tell it, ao 
Mr. Longfellow is not the only one after him to repeat it. 
So remote a sonroe as PosnitdkaUimtra (Benfey, IL 247) eoD* 
tains it, and Li Fontaine i nelnd e s it in his ConOm et NoumOm 
under the title of Le Faueon. Tennyson has treated the 
snbjeet dramatically in The Falcon. See also Delisle do la 
Drdreti^rey who torned Boeeacci o 's story into a eomedy in 
three acts.] 
Psge 42. Thb Lbokhd or Rabbi Bkn Imtl, 
pTamhagen refers to three several sonroes of this legend 
in the books Col Bo, Ben 5tra, and Ketuboik, but it is most 
likely that Mr. Longfellow was indebted for the story to his 
friend Emmanuel Vitalis Soherb.] 

Psge 48. KXITQ ROBBKT OF SldLT. 

[This story is one of very wide distribatioiL It is givcB 
in (Testa Romanorum as the story of Joriniaa. Frere in his 
Old Deeean Day$, or Hindoo Fotry Legends current in Soidk* 
em InditLf recites it in the form of The Wanderinge of Fw 
cram Maharajah, Yamhagen pursues the legend through a 
great Tariety of forms. Leigh Hunty among modenu, has 
told the stray in A Jar if Honey from ML HyhU^ from 
whieh source Mr. Longfellow seems to have drawn. Doa/tio 
lefen to the King in Paradieo, Canto VUL] 

Fkige 120. Thx BiBoe of Kilum owobtb. 

[KiUingworth in Connectieut was named from the English 
town Kenilworth in Warwickshire^ and had the saoM orthng 
raphy in the early records, but was afterwards c u rn n i t ed 
mto its present form. Sixty or seventy years ago^ aeeordi^g 
to Mr. Henry Hull, writing from persoud recoUectioat ^the 
men of the northern part of the town did yearly in the spring 
choose two leaders, and then the two sides were formed : the 
that got beaten should pay the bills. TVir special game 
the hawk, the owl, the eraw, the blackhiid, and ai^ 
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other bizd supposed to be mischieTOiu to the com. Some 
jean each side would bring them in by the bosheL This 
was followed ap for only a few years, for the birds began to 
grow scaroe.'' The stoxy, based upon some such slight sog- 
gestion, was Mr. Longfellow's own inTention.] 

Page 135. Ths Bell of Atbi. 

[See Goalteroxzi's Cento Novdle AnHeke.} 

Fage 141. Kambalu. 

[See Boni's edition of II MUwne di Mono Polo, IL 35 and 
1. 14.] 

Fage 147. Our ingreu into the worid, 

[The lines quoted by the Cobbler are to be found in 7^ 
EccerUridtiei of John Edwin, Comedian, arranged and di- 
gested by Anthony Fksquin [John Williams], 1791. Tradi- 
tion also refers them to Benjamin Franklin, with whose phi- 
losophy and form of expression they certainly agree, but in 
the absence of other eyidenoe it is to be presumed that 
Franklin quoted from Edwin. The stoiy of the Cobbler 
was derived from D'Aulngntf 's Hittary of the Reformation, 
L220.] 

Fkge 106. Ladt Wrhtwobth. 

[Hie incidents of this tale are recounted by C. W. Brews* 
ter, RamUei etbout Portemouth, I. lOL After the publication 
of Mr. Longf eUow's poem, Mr. Thomas Wentworth Higgin- 
son wrote to one of Mr. Longfellow's kinsmen a Tcrsion of 
the story sent him by Mrs. Mary Anne Williams, who had 
the story from her grandmother, n^ Mary Wentworth, who 
was niece to Goremor Wentworth, and a child at the time 
of the incident "I have seen Mr. Longfellow's poem,*' 
writes Mrs. Williams, «bnt I should think he would be 
afraid some of the old fellows would appear to him for 
making it appear that any others than the family were 
present to witness what they considered a great degradation. 
Only the brothers and brothers in law were present, and 
Mr. Brown ; and the bride, who had been his housekeeper 
for scTcn years, was then 36, and attired in a calico dress 
and white apron. The family stood in wholesome awe of 
the sturdy old goTcmor, so treated Patty with drility, but 
it was hard work for the stately old dames, and she 
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dropped after his deatiL** CroreiiMnr Wc ut w u H i i «•• bots 
July 24» 1696, and his majniage was on Maidi 15^ 1730.] 

F^ige 178. Thb Babon of St. Cabtuik. 

[«* About the time the treaty of Bnda was lalalled, A. sc 
1667, Mods. Yinoent de St. Castine appearod among the 
Tanatines, and settled upon the peninsola sinee oaDed hj 
his name. Bom at OleroOy a provinoe of Ffanee, ha a^ 
quired an early taste for mial soeaes» so folly enjoyed bj 
him in the borders of the Fyreaean Monntains, whieh e»>> 
eompassed the plaoe of his nativity. Besides the adTaatafes 
of illostrioos connections and noUe eztiaetkMiy being by birth 
and title a baron, he was endned with good abilities and 
faTored with a oompetent edacation and a eonsiderable 
knowledge of military arts, for which he had a partiality. 
All these obtained for him the lypo i n t ment of ooknel in 
the king's body-guards, from iriiieh offiee he was tr ans fe r red 
to the command of a regiment called the 'Carignan 8a^ 
lieres.* Afterwards, through the inflnenee of M. de Coor- 
ceUes, GoTcmor-general of New France, the Baron and his 
troops wero, about 1666, romored to Quebec At the dose 
of the war, the regiment was disbanded, and himaelf di^ 
charged from the king's senriee. Taking umbrage probn- 
bly at the treatment he received, and actuated by moti 
never fully divulged, ' he,' as La Hontaa says, * threw 
self upon the savages.' To Fnnch writers his eondnct was 
a mystery, and to the colonists a prodigy. 

^ His settled abode was upon the r^*^*— i^ whero d'Aal> 
ney had resided, and whero he found mnans to eoostraci a 
commodious house for trade and hahitaiMiy. He was a lib- 
eral Catholic, though devout and punetalions in his religions 
observances ; having usually in his train several Jesuit mis- 
sionaries devoted to the * holy cause.' He learned to speak 
with ease the Indian dialect ; and supplying himself with 
firearms, ammunition, blankets, steel traps, baubles, and a 
thousand other things desired by the natives, he made 
presents, and opened a valuable trade with them in these 
tides, for which he received furs and peltry In return, at his 
own prices. He taught the men the use of the gun, and 
some arts of war ; and being a man of f a snin s t ing addross 
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and luiiiieriy 1m attainf^d a oomplete aaeendanej over the 
whole tribe ; thej lookiBg npoo him, in the language of one 
writer^ * aa their tutelar god/ 

M Xo ehain their attachments by tiea not readily broken, 
in conneetioa with personal gratification, he took f oor or Ato 
Tarratine wives, — one of them the danghter of Madock»- 
wando, Sagamore of the tribe. He liyed with them all by 
ehangesy at the same time, and had * scTeral daaghters and 
one son, Castine the yoonger, who was a man of distinction 
and of ezoellent eharacter. Early habits and great snooess 
in trade rendered the father contented with his allotments ; 
he lived in the ooontry aboat thirty years ; and, as Abb4 
Baynal saya, * conformed himself in all respects to the man- 
ners and eostoms of the natiTes.' To his daughters, whom 
'he married very handsomely to Frenchmen,^ he gave lib- 
eral portions ; baring amassed a property ' worth three hun- 
dred thoosand crowns.' The GoTcmora of New-England 
and of Canada, apprised of his influence, wealth and mili- 
tary knowledge, were for obrious reasons the courtiers of 
his friendship and favor.*' •— Williamson, The Hittary of 
Maine, I. 471, 472. 

The Abb4 Raynal, who is one of Williamson's authorities, 
asserts that Castine never changed his wife, to convince the 
savages •« that God doth not like inconstant folks." Some 
remains of the fortifications of the Baron's trading-post may 
still be seen on the shore in the town of Castine. The 
aoenes in France, it may be added, are purely imaginary.] 

I^ge 197. CHAKLKMAOinB. 

^ his diary, under date of May 12, 1872, Mr. Longfel- 
low writes : ''Wrote a short poem on Charlemagne from a 
story in an old chronicle, De Faetis CaroU Magm, quoted by 
Canth, Stana degU ItaUani, II. 122. I first heard it from 
Chariee Perkins, in one of his lectures."] 

l^ge 211. EUZABETR. 

[As intimated in the Interlude which foDows, the tale of 
SKubetk was founded on a prose tale by Mrs. Lydia Bfaria 
Child, entitled The KoeO/W Emigrwi^ which feU under Mr. 
Longfellow's eye in a Portland paper. Besides this, be had 
to A Cott to the Unfini^fid Profenan of TVulA, by 
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John Ettangb, with Ftefue by his widow. & £.'• T( 
inooy eoneerning her hosbMid J. E. Sereial 
the poem are derived from this little book.] 

Fkfs 248. Thb Mothxe'b 6bo0t. 

[A Denish belled to be f oand in Grandtvig^s 
gtmU FotkmMTf XL 47% wm the biMS of this poem*] 
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. ofi<ih^ily farhcrril 1 do not know by I '*"*^ ^f n)lonel. Ih m^h ho wa* 
, wh.mi, 'tjuV Kixca crcocncc by Mr lA,ug- I "i«''<» much wirh hi* ffcim^-M, 



►carcoly ii l)or or Rlrl 
lit the Ian«l who d«>c<t 
iioi know the liue^ of 

l-,onirffllow bt'K'Iuuinp, 

IJ'trif.njv rb»Mr<'n,«nd 

y«..i ^:»h1I liar 
Of IIm- ml !!..^-m title of 

Yet even grown peoi>1e know next to noih- 
Ixi;? about the family hltory nr i»v.><,:.b1 
aohievcmeutsof this caiiy Kovoluriouarv 
vntr'oL The fact< arc, briefly tobl, thnt 
i^T'^/crae «/f Hevcrc rosN iiimn a fii'tl-»n 

do not 

.-ncc by Mr l^»nj 
fi'llovr io M« popri^ar j»f.om. The rl«lc of 
TamI n.^vcre wa» a not aiall reraaricable 
Hfl*Kir, bijd WEi not rCeTurd.d by him at the 
time «.r iifter-.vard as de*-rvlne »pe«Mat 
J coininfnioratl..n. It wo^ not really much 
of a fHrformai.cc. Ue did n„t K'lt to (on 

(coid In time to aroii-o thv people of the 
opproach of the PritSh, the " Uij-Hord'B 
I I ale" tr> the critrary n.»tw Ith^iandinp. 
f rani Revere rerf.rrn I n.auy hl^nal serv- 
J<vsto h!5 eomtry ^^h•,•\^ hA»e u*'\vr Ucn 
■ hcar.lof by Uie f.copU wKom h.» M-rvod 
A I>"ct ha^minr«»f ap,-f..riniii;cc he did uot 
perform, and 1. ft to oMivLm the r* al actn 
oi • >cry active and renidrLablo roan. 

A BIT OF ItO>lAN( K. 

It wan ihroujjh a rather odd circum«tane-> 

III at wr happtu»-d to have Id oar hi»t..ry a 

j'niil rtevore. Jt came alwiut In tbia «i i«c 

fMiHnff the latter part of the seven te#rth 

^c-ntury, Hhen the Huifuenol per»erutlnn 

^H« Btill active In France, a man who 

^l»rlb'd hia name Kevoirehft hl« nttlvt 

^^,«*Mof St. FmI and went to the i»land of 



jfrav itono !■ all that mark* hf» InM rritirc 
place. However, there i% moati to »»e ere' l«- j 
a band Home equcMrian «lat le of him o\ t r 
in Coplay Square, which is one of the m'.*t 
beautiful fcctlond of the aristocratic lUrk 
Bay dibtrlet It i« to ro««t >p..V"».(»0<>. aiid tli< 
money has all been *Jib>crllH.'.L 

A IlAKI*T-CO-LirKV MA!*. 

But if Paul Revere faildl to rrach f'<.n 
cord in time to rouie the i^eopie ami to 
warn them of their danirer. he none iht 
le.si deserves his fame. It waa a ronptani 
ftouree of wonder to Taul him<eli during- 
hia old a^c that he should ha^c a4hic\< •! 
fame for what he failed to artomplish 
He often referred to it. for the Mor} wa- 
well known amon;f the people aUnt B<.v 
ton b»ng before L««UKfcllow put it into h:* 
•• TaleH of a Waytlde Inn.' Kevere was a 
cnirinus sort of maii--one of lho»^ happy- 
Ko lucky kind who are e\cr read) to un 
dtrtake olmo»t an\thlnjr. aud « bo arc 
«lwi.3r» foremoot in Ume^ of fM-r^itiiU 
peril. Frar was something he did nvt 
km*w. K>>ared In an a?e » hen p^r^or.ai 
courii^'e and prtjwess were m detu«i»d. he 
early won a hx^al reptUat:on for hi» in 
trepliilty and dartng. He was a siU.r 

' Mntth by trade, a^ hU falh, r and c-and 
father had l»een hrforc him. Hul t.» 

: never Mu 'k very do^fly to Ms trade. 11k 

! was fond of makirn; exf^^riment*. atid at 
Ian he made one the: br..»:^hl hira ivt-alth 

I He was 40 rears old fi hcu he t wk hi 
fainoQ« ride, and hsd at ihat fiine •-iir 
cetMie*J In ^ettiuff n..lhinc of con^c-ju* nr» 
alMivea mere hand to-nu'Uth H\in^. M< 
never beloujred to the To: tjT.en'al Srwiv 
b'it was a nifinber of the MB«^ar»i ivi't* 
H..me (fiJBT.l*. With thc#«- he ntialiicd t».^ 



I 



I 



__ n»'\»T 
lijrtJe much wirh hi* rfcim^-nt, rerMt.. 
ln«.t<al as a wort of ^cont and gfu^-u' 
util ty man. >^ hlle the rontmental 4 ..n 
greKS wa« in sr?non in J'hilad. Iphta h.' 
wo* ^evtral tl»ie< »>rnt tm the t.far.-r «»» 
hcrret rue>*a2et fr..m the AsJKint.iy .if th'^ 
Mn--a. hi..ctu coI..iiy to J^amuel .\«Ia'n« 
the IfadlDf nprovnta'ive of N. w Fr..- 
lan.lin the d«-lil>oiiii;oti« that flnally l.-d 
U) the Colonic* dcclanog theinselres'irex 
ur.vroaoRR ASD rArm Movrv. 
One of his m«i^t Imfw^rtant nrvicr^ wa- 
his jo-irney to VlrsMula U) lenrn tlu- m • .-tt 
t»f makiuff jruf.puwdiT Hare was th. i. 
only one iH.wder mill In the co'inT). Ke 
veroi%as selected to fro down Ihrre and 
learn h«»w to make the nece«»ar) ani.U, 
and upon bis return he s^t up a null a 
••h»»rt distance out of n«-i»n, an.| U !;•> i 
other men to make the po>«der if.*: w s. 
»tibv.*-juen:ly found ki> tu»f.l to thf cvL n 
l-'ts in deiendluf their hr.mes fr«on the 
iJfltUh t>rauta. Money was h\u> watiff i 
as a medium of ex(hani(e. and thrro w^. 
not enoufc'h ol the precious meUU hi !».. 



^,.jern.ey, where he set up In buMne«« at i <^<^""«r>'- it »«• |.rop..s,d to •ur-iil'.u 

j dalu-ulty. At that time ••ni:ravin< • t. t>..p 



p,j^ trade, whi.h was that of asllvrr«mifh 
^ had a i»roiiii.SiUg ^u, and beinif at 
^.t.-d by tie ium» from America, deter 
i lud to hen.I the Uiter out on a pr.-ipect 



cr 



['■ 



.«»••• 



tt v»»f L^.» 



.-o -\r^^ ""^ 






HO 



the Chn 

Hov«rc, hott *^* 
intr A»ni«j; \ ^*^ ^, 
I ««'N-e« of eiipi ^*'^' 






i«\^ 



;oi.iN.M.ua>-->;iroux -^.'iv 






1; 

'I 

t 

L 









^n-. man. by \ ^n* *^^ \t:»,^ »V^^ 'V^«^'.U 












irt 












•I'ilt^tly Urk to U^^:^ V^^^, 

''U^'crpk.n.ofwh«t\raV\V^ 



na^'"'^V«^o»\*» 



u*A ^^^^ "* . •yr^Tv.^^^v'^.i^.ui*^! 



I f:\"^'|»K. he BUcoeiM. 



Vt«» 







»>»rrcn rt^uicji. 










•"^V"U»»*^'* 






•MA 



i^avi 



io*»> 



u »**^ 



ot 



«y 






•^ ^^^^'VirVt^I^* 






ja<* 



»U> 






vl^ 



n 






|M*\ 



HO 



;>tU 



,u.>nv ^^^^u ^^^^ 



.,u.>"k 



«1 



I'- 












yd *'*"^ ^ 



\ 



n.»^^ 



►u 



•^»* 



to 



"'^.'n'io r:.r».* *''"-'".'* ^' 


















I 














|V 









»«v>^\^:;..i^-:,^a. 



y 



^tn 






■rr-"-^^ 









^,>tt*^. 



io| 



*%«\' 



wmH^ 



The botiowcr must return this item on or before 
the last date stamped below. If another user 
places a recall for this item, (he borrower will 
be notified of the need for an earlier retum. 

Non-receipt of overdue notices does not exempt 
the borrower from overdue fines. 



A 



Harvard College Widencr Ubnu? 
Cambridge. MA 02138 6t7-495-24U 




Please handle with care. 

Thank you for helping to preserve 
library collections at Harvard. 



